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He dawant et Loci 


THE MARBOLEUM floor is so much a part of the decorating 
magic that has created this lovely room. Its warm, glowing 
colours and distinctive inlaid motif match and enhance the 
charm of the whole interior. And a Marboleum floor has 
such restful resilience, is so quiet and comfortable to walk on. 
Its beauty is long lasting, too; can be kept always looking 
its best with very little care. 


In the floor above, Marboleum M/93, a rich, new shade, is 


used for the ground with inset of Plain Linoleum, ivory. 


DOMINION OILCLOTH & LINOLEUM 


Company, Limited MONTREAL 


Upstairs, downstairs, in my lady’s chamber . . . the many 
attractive plain colours of Dominion Battleship Linoleum, 
the lovely marbleized effects of Marboleum, offer a fascinating 
variety of possibilities for floors of distinctive individuality 
in every room in the house. Linoleum is still scarce, but ask 
your linoleum dealer for ideas and colour suggestions. He will 
be glad to help you plan. 


Loum 


FOR 
BEAUTIFUL, RESILIENT FLOORS 
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EDITORIAL 


Fight for Margarine 


HIS EDITORIAL was written in April. You are reading it in 
June. 

Back in April, the newspapers were, as you may recall, 
carrying stories of brilliant debates in both the Senate and the 
Commons, on bills to permit the sale of margarine in Canada. 

Ordinarily, an editor would not risk writing about a subject for 
June publication, which was up for possible decision in April. 

Now I feel perfectly safe. There is, according to the experts, not a 
chance in the world that a bill permitting the sale of margarine in 
Canada will be passed. 

It will, apparently, be “shelved.” 

Yet Canadians, as a whole, want margarine. Women, in particular, 
demand it. . 

The Gallup Poll has shown a steadily rising demand for it, 
running up from only 25%, five years ago, to nearly 60% this spring. 

Consumer Councilors voted for it 80% strong. A striking factor 
in this poll was the fact that farm women as well as urban saw the 
need for it. Some dairy farmers’ wives said: ‘‘ We think poor families 
should have an opportunity to buy it. They cannot afford butter at 
today’s prices.” 


THE GOVERNMENT, so we like to think, is concerned with the 
will of the people. 

Yet we are watching in this case, a situation in which the scienti- 
fically expressed will of the people is completely ignored. Apparently 
the Government is not influenced by what the people want, but by a 
very small and very powerful lobby. An essential of life is arbitrarily 
being denied to Canadians, in order to please a minority. Fats and 
oils are a necessity of life. Thousands upon thousands of families 
cannot afford to buy the butter they need at 65c to 73c a pound. 


WHAT'S GOING to happen now? 

The general public is too lackadaisical to do much about it. 

But what about the intelligently concerned rural and urban 
women who have shown themselves so overwhelmingly in favor of 
permitting its sale? 

They could do something. I have worked in Ottawa. I know from 
experience that public opinion does count—when the Government 
believes it is really active. 

Petitions are no good. Thousands of signatures are no good. 
Resolutions are no good. 

“What is needed is, first, a real conviction on the part of a majority 
that the sale of margarine should be permitted. Following that con- 
viction, definite, positive action throughout the country. 

Is there any chance that women could unite in regard to their 
convictions about margarine? 


THEIR COURSE would be an orderly one. 

First to get the public aroused. The ban on margarine could be 
debated at every women’s club meeting next September. That would 
mean nearly 20,000 audiences, with an attendance at each of from 25 
to 1,000 women. 

Second: A Federal election is coming up. Every candidate could be 
asked by the women’s groups if he, or she, would take a definite 
stand on the matter. 

Third: As voting day draws near, women could be reminded that 
they have over 50% of the voting power of the country. They might 
put principles before party. Women are more inclined to do this than 
men. 

Fourth: Electing the men and women who are pledged to repeal 
the ban against margarine would be only a beginning. Next session 
would need a reiterated reminder from the women of Canada on 
their attitude. That is simple enough to do. 

Simple enough. But will it be done? 


foyer ys Loads 


The chimney goes here. Amanda and “Bobo” Crider seem to be rushing things slightly. But 
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not “model” mother Frances when she teaches her children to guard their priceless smiles 
—through the helpful stimulation of Ipana and gum massage. 


Model Mother tries not to be glamorous 


Not easy for Powers Girl with dazzling smile 


rs. Frances Natie Criper is one 
model who doesn’t try to look 
glamorous. 

Because New York’s modeling circles 
know her as the ideal “Young Mother” 
type. And she is: she has two adorable 
youngsters of her own. And she has the 
brilliant smile that’s so important to 
any kind of modeling job. 

“Model” Mother that she is, Mrs. 
Crider has already taught her 5-year-old 
Amanda and 3-year-old “Bobo” to 





Table for two. Amanda and ‘“‘Bobo”, like 
most children, are fondest of the soft foods 
that rob gums of exercise. So Mrs. Crider 
sees to it that her family uses Ipana— 
specially designed, with gentle massage, to 
help gums to healthier firmness. 





Product of Bristol-Myers 
Made in Canada 


safeguard their smiles by following 
her own prized dental routine: Regular 
brushing with Ipana Tooth Paste, 
followed by a little extra [pana massaged 
into the gums. 

Smile-conscious as Frances (and every 
successful model) is, she relies on Ipana 
and gum massage. This modern treat- 
ment recommended by thousands of 
dentists, goes a long way in keeping 
gums firm and healthy . . . teeth cleaner, 


brighter ... smiles more radiant. 





Two sparkling smiles coming up! Knowing the im- 
portance of a dazzling smile, Frances has 
taught her children the importance of 
regular gum massage. They know: Ipana 
and gum massage helps keep gums firmer, 
teeth brighter, smiles more sparkling. 


For Firmer Gums — Brighter Teeth 


lpana and Massage 
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It’s Listerine 
| for You, Chum 


.. . but QUICK! 


The “Bottle Bacillus” 


(Pityrosporum ovale) 


HOSE innocent-looking flakes and 
scales you see on scalp, hair or 
dress-shoulder are a warning. They may 
be symptoms of dandruft and that 
is a distressing, unsightly condition 


that no woman wants to risk. 


This is no time to fool around with 
smelly jetions or sticky salves that can- 
not kill germs. You need antiseptic 
action and you need it quick! It’s 
Listerine Antiseptic for you, followed 
with several minutes of vigorous finger- 


tip Massage 
Kills “‘Bottle Bacillus” 


Listerine Antiseptic gives your scalp 
and hair a wonderfully cool and refresh- 
.. kills millions of 


germs on the scalp, including the stub- 


ing antiseptic bath 


born ‘‘bottle bacillus’ (Pityrosporum 


ovale 


You will be delighted to find how 


cool and clean your scalp feels . . . how 





wonderfully fresh your hair looks... 
and how quickly those distressing flakes 
and scales that rob the hair of its magic, 


begin to disappear 


In clinical tests twice-a-day use of 
Listerine Antiseptic brought marked 
improvement within a month to 76% 


of the dandruff patients 


When you wash your hair 


If you're smart you will not wait for 
symptoms; you will make Listerine An- 
tiseptic and massage a part of your reg- 
ular hair-washing as countless fastidi- 
ous men and women do. It’s a health- 
ful, cleanly habit and may spare you a 


nasty siege of trouble. 


Listerine Antiseptic is the same anti- 
septic that has been famous for more 
than sixty years in the field of oral 
hygiene 
LAMBERT PHARMACALCO. (Canada) Ltd, 


Toronto, Ontario 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for DANDRUFF 


P.S. Have you tasted that eye-opening MINT flavor of the NEW Listerine Tooth Paste? 


MADE IN CANADA 





OUR COVER GIRL 





by Evelyn Kelly 


NATURALLY our laughing, 


cover girl is having a wonderful time. 


caretree 


She’s young enough to love i merry- 
go-round and everything that goes with 
it hot dogs and potato chips ginger 
ale and cokes. 

Most important, she knows just how 
smart ind pretty she looks in Chats 
laine’s exclusive dress design (Sim- 
plicity Pattern No, 2286), a summe: 
washable number planned specially lor 


viamour-tceens 


There’s that ce 1-dressee ip teel 
Ing ton n the hat and b set (Sim 
plic Pattern No. 2173 And in the 
stark white fabric cs 

TI Ss a ery young ygay-heart 
style -. & patter easily followed, 
quickly made . . that a fashion- 
minded teen-ager will wear all throug! 
the summer on her most mportant 


dates. It has all the so-necessary newes 
features Little double collars, t 
back matching cuffs a neatly fitted 
and buttoned bodice ... a full skirt 


sht amount of swirl. 


with just the rig 

For our cover picture, we used a 
Dutch blue fabric, a linen and rayon 
weave washable and crease-resistant. 
The kind that stays so fresh and crisp, 
launders and irons up like a dream. The 
double collar and cuffs are charming as 
shown in white, completing the cool 


summer effect. Fun too, working out 


all kinds of color get-togethers if you 





choose a two-toned fabric, using match- 


ing shades in plain material for the 


collars and cuffs. 


IMAGINE, for instance, your dress in 
bright brown linen or cotton, cuffs and 
large collar in lime, small collar in canary 
yellow. Red and white striped seer- 
sucker with red cuffs, large collar in 


white, small collar in red. Or pink and 


rey candy stripe chambray (high style 


, collars and cuffs in pink 


this summer 


and vrey. For a litth something com- 


| 1) ' 
pletely delectabk nov 


about a pale 


nk cotton done up in trilly eyelet. By 


cutting the skirt a little longer, this style 

vould make a s mpl but perfect sum- 
I | + 

mer dancing dress . in one of the 


pastel plaided or checked ravon. taf- 


ft ' 
Clas . vain PICKIN, 


shades in your collars and cuffs. 


up the fabric 


We used large white buttons to tune 


in with our white touches ... if you 


inother color plan you would 


follow 
match up you buttons accordingly. 
The little beret and pouch shoulder 


bag adjustable 


strap are SO quickly 
and easily made you'll want two or 
three sets. We used inexpensive red 
felting, but any fabric with good body 
vould do. 

And here’s a crafty thought: whether 
you're heading for a merry-go-round or 
a zay-colored chair you'll always 
try to pick the spot that makes a nice 
background for you and your dress. 


Notice our horse? 


To order Simplicity Pattern No. 2286 and No. 2173—price 25 cents 
each — consult your local dealer or write to Chatelaine Pattern 
Department, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. No. 2286 sizes 10 
fo 16—size 12 requires 4'’%2 yards of 35-inch material or 2% 


yards of 54-inch, ¥2 yard of 35-inch material for collars and cuffs. 
No. 2173 requires felt or fabric 27 inches by 45 inches. 
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350 Chatelaine Councilors 
tell you how they developed a 
talent and turned it into 
cold cash for themselves 


by Mary Jukes 


MAKING MONEY at home is some- 
thing every woman wishes she could do. 

Some women, starting tn a small way, 
have built a talent into a successful 
business venture, but a good many 
housewives often lose sight of the fact 
that when they garden, sew or create in 
any way at home, they are making 
money, even though their profits, like 
many taxes, are concealed. 

Some Chatelaine councilors have been 
successful, not only in saving money in 
the home through some special talent, 
but in creating a small personal income. 


e . : os 
with PK 
pont ae This came to light through a special 
PR. Anitti if Book ballot which went out to 350 Chatelaine 
oe - 


councilors. This ballot was a follow-up 
: to a “s 10 oncerni ts I é 
&NWTHEN you use the new a question concerning budgets in a 


P.K. Family Knitting Book, =| Previous ballot. 
your easy knitting directions 
? é 


are safe,” says Frances Gordon, | = OPES 
stylist for Maitland Spinning 4 nT B TT 4 N LP 
Mills, Limited. “Each of the Whenever a Mutual Life of Canada representative asks 
that question, he gets a rueful ‘no’. And if you're like 














32 smart garments is tested!” 
You'll enjoy the P.K. Knitting 
Book when you knit for any 
member of the family! It’s packed 
with photographs and easy to 
follow charts of the actual gar- 
ments. The price is only 35c. 

Ask for P.K. Yarns, too! Dyes 
are colour-fast. P.K. Baby Wools 
are treated for shrink resistance, 
and P.K. mothproof yarns give 
permanent protection against 
moths! Ask your favourite dealer 
for the new tested P.K. Knitting 


most of us, your answer will be ‘no’ too. Yet we all 
realize that saving money is unfortunately necessary. 


Life insurance offers a sure way of saving for old age, 
sickness, or other emergencies. In addition it protects 
your family against your untimely death. Mutual Life 
of Canada offers life insurance that combines savings 
with protection at low-cost. 





Take advantage of your local representative’s special 


Book. If he is out of stock, use In going over these budget question- 
the handy coupon below. naires it was evident that making money training in adapting Mutual Life insurance to fit the 
Maitland Spinning Mills Ltd., Hamilton, Ontario in the home had nothing to do with the individual needs and circumstances of people of all 


A division of Mercury Mills Utd. 


size of family, income or locality. Some 
councilors with several children found 
time to earn extra money at home, while 


ages and incomes. He will consider it a privilege to - 
help you. 






where they would get the time. 
“Time” is a subject good for an 

argument any day. There are women, of 

course, with large families and no help 


CLIP AND 
SEND 
TODAY 


al : ; 
om ee, from any quarter, who slave from sunup 





“" 

§  Maitlond Spinning Mills =f = 0 | to sundown, but on the other hand there Lh 

Department CH-5, : s 
8 Hamilton, Ontario. i | are others less hard-pressed for time who UIUA 
§ Stent >see none ou ene cw 38s. I | do nothing but dream about the talent CANADA 

no? sen stomps). ease sen me e new . “ 
B  68-page P.K. Knitting Book right away. } | they are going to develop “some alia 
Dc cit 1 | day. pepe ee — ae HEAD OF aon 
Matt ty, ee ee Pe ec | many who, with nothing but a changec 

I | mental attitude, could find precious WYN ee aan 
1 SIRT. vb ia sc cacecéocacee Sececseee mental attitude, could lind precious 
1 ; pools of time to develop the talent they 

CIV vc csccsecccsces PROV. onic ves ovens 


have always yearned toward, 
Lew wwe ee wee oe oe ol A study of these 350 Chatelaine bal- 


others, with no children at all, asked 
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Breeze through bathtub cleaning 

























Fine, white Bon Ami cleans tubs and sinks without grit! 
No scratches to catch and hold dirt! No red, rough hands! 


Speedy Toons 


tehen sin 


Say “good-bye” to dulling scratches 
that hold onto dirt—and slow down 
cleaning. Bon Ami lifts off grease and 
grime without harmful, scratchy grit. 
No hard scrubbing. No red, rough 
hands. And this cleanser polishes as it 





cleans. Imparts a bright “new” sparkle to bathtubs and sinks. 
And they stay bright longer. Try Bon Ami today. Keep it 
handy in kitchen and bathroom. You'll be amazed at the 
time you save —and the shining results—when you use the 
cleanser that's fast and safe! 

Choose the one you like best: Bon Ami Powder in con- 
venient sifter-top can, or handy, long-lasting Bon Ami Cake. 


Bon Ami 


I hed rf” 
has SCs acne f ae 







MADE IN | 





lots reveals that women don’t suddenly 
decide, ‘I want to make money at home, 
what shall I do?” The earning angle 
usually grows out of something they 
enjoy doing and have learned to do,well. 
One councilor says that when she was 
first married she and her husbafd 
decided to develop hobbies which would 
be real money savers. As she was clever 
with her needle and he with his tools 
they decided to develop these particular 
talents. Today their home has been 
made more distinctive with furniture 
made by him and upholstered and 
covered by her. 

Perhaps one of the most inspiring 
stories of a yearning toward a goal is 
that of a Saskatchewan councilor who 
had to wait until she was 30 for her first 
piano lesson. She worked at home until 
she got her ATCM from the Toronto 
Conservatory of Music and today has a 
fine investment in a piano and a class of 
eager pupils, She is not only helping to 
develop talent in a small community but 
has brought to fulfillment an un- 
satisfied desire of her own. 


Another western councilor has always 
had an appreciation for tasty full-bodied 
bread. “In many European countries,” 
she says, “bread making is an art. The 
breads have variety of flavor and 
texture and make a worth-while contri- 
bution to any meal.” By making hei 
own bread at home she has cut the price 
of that particular food item in half, to 
say nothing of the superior ingredients 
and flavor she is giving to an apprecia- 
tive family. Recently she moved into 
the selling market and confesses, “It 
gives you a wonderful sense of riding the 
crest when you start building a small 
bank account of your own.” 

Also in the cooking field, councilors 
are catering for teas and receptions; 
decorating cakes for weddings and sup- 
plying certain lists of friends with cakes, 
regularly. One woman’s chocolate cake 
is so superior she has a constant market 
at the corner store soda fountain. 

Another councilor was so horrified at 
the rising price of hard candy, she is 
turning out a delicious rum and butter 
toffee at a cost of less than 20c a |b. to 
herself. 

The advice of one councilor is “make 
a specialty of some dish.”” Her specialty is 
baked beans. Every Saturday she bakes 
a large pan of beans for a steady week- 
end market, and could sell three times 
as much as she can bake. 

Canning also comes under the cooking 
head. A British Columbia councilor 
tells us that “if you have your own fruit 
trees and berry bushes, you are well on 


your way to making a good profit out of 


jams, jellies, marmalade and canned 
fruit.” 

A surprising number of Chatelaine 
councilors are successful at home 


| 
| 
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The Story of 


and the washer that 
_ Es? wouldn't wear out! 






1. Locomotive, 
washers can claim 
many satisfied 
customers, but 
none better satis- 
fied than Mrs. W. 
G. Wixon of Tor- 
onto, Canada. 
Way back in 1924 
Mrs. Wixon 
bought one of the 
first models pro- 
duced by our factory ...and even 
in those days it was the most eco- 
nomically priced machine on the 
market. 








2. Not so long 
ago Mrs. Wixon 
called in to tell us 
that her Locomo- 
tive... the one 
she purchased 24 
years ago. . is 
STILL service- 
able. She’s had it 
repaired only once 
and it’s been in 





in all that time, 
continuous use. 


3. When Mrs. 
Wixon wants a 
new more modern 
washer, you can 
bet that she 
wouldn’t take 
anything but a 
LOCOMOTIVE! 
Experience has 
taught her that 
Locomotive 
means quality and 
reliability. 





4. The Locomo. 


costs less 
than other elec- 
tric washers ... 
to buy and to 
own. It’s simple 
in construction, 
built from the 
finest of materi- 
als. For econo- 
my, quality and 
years of satis- 
faction . . . buy 
“ Locomotive. 


tive 


cA 


(ELECTRIC WASHERS 
BRANTFORD WASHING MACHINES LIMITED 


BRANTFORD ONTARIO CANADA 
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‘ | weaving. Luncheon mats, table runners, 
scarves, handbags are all quickly snap- 
ped up. Some of these councilors operate 
small homemade hand-looms. Others 
have invested in the more streamlined 
variety. A councilor in Truro says there 
is a good market in Nova Scotia in the 
tourist season for all kinds of handcraft, 
weaving in particular. 

Councilors with a smaller initial 
investment have made and sold men’s 
diamond socks and matching sleeveless 
sweaters. Sleeveless sweaters being 
quite voguish in place of a vest for 
informal attire. 

Knitted quilts, afghans, hooked rugs, 
also find a good market, says an Ontario 
councilor. 

An Orillia councilor, after being dis- 
couraged by the prices and quality of 
ready-made clothes, took a sewing 
course and now makes all her own 
clothes at what she considers “an 
exciting saving.” 

One family living on a farm in 
Saskatchewan says, ““We have saved 
money by keeping costs down. For years 
















Stretchable shirring, 
smocking or ruffling is 
easy with Hiawatha Elas- 
tic Sewing Thread. Just 
wind on bobbin of your 
machine and sew in usual 
way. Permanently elastic 
— not affected by wash- 
ing, ironing or dry 
cleaning. Each tube has 
12-page illustrated 
booklet Fy was with 
style and decorating 
ideas. Seven colours. 


HIAWATHA ELASTIC SEWING THREAD 


MADE OF 
THE MIRACLE YARN THAT MAKES THINGS FIT 





CANADIAN LASTEX LIMITED 











we have been performing tasks that are 
| usually done by tradespeople. We paper | 





and paint the interior and exterior of our 

house. We often paint some of our | GENERAI { 

smaller farm buildings as well. | re-cover N ; 
. . 7 r ¥ af 

| and upholster furniture myself. We have SS 

| made drapes, bedspreads, quilts, and P bl R di 

some of them are hand-woven on our orta a 10S 


own loom. Although all these tasks 


| Rarscdoutrobenothinebuthepbics we | I dosht,..Compact...Play Anywhere 


| Several councilors say there always 





E 
co 
=} 
wa 
pees 
Q 


| seems to be a demand for children’s and ue Have more fun on picnics this summer. 
..- those unobtruswe essentials baby clothing. A Quebec housewife, who Carry your entertainment along with 
to the well-dressed woman's taught school before her marriage, says you — wherever you go. The new-styled 


she can easily pick up conveniently 
timed jobs of tutoring in the community, 
the demand at present exceeding the 
supply. 

Among miscellaneous ways of making 
money at home are: giving home perma- 
nents; hair cutting; making cards for 
Christmas, birthdays, and _ illnesses; 
bookkeeping for small local firms; 


ensemble. Made in England 
by Kirby Beard ¢> Co. Ltd., 


Birmingham, 12, and obtain- 


G-E Portables are compact, lightweight 
radios with a host of new developments 
that together add up to new peaks of 
radio performance, new ease and con- 
venience, and definitely more value for 
your money. 


able everywhere 


An exclusive General Electric devel- 
renting spare rooms; doing fine launder- a is the 7 self-charging portable 
ing; typing manuscripts and mending with its own airplane-type, leak-proof 
| for bachelors. Another councilor | storage battery. 

“sends out bills at home for a water- 
works company.” A New Brunswick 
woman “gives hypos at 50c_ per.” 

But whatever they do, from the most 
exacting work of weaving down to the 
less specialized labor of mending for 
bachelors, these Chatelaine councilors 
give the impression of having found a 
happy outlet for a desire that seems to 


Here are two new G-E models that are 
setting the pace in this season’s Portables. 





Model C140 — Three-way personal portable plays on 
AC (25 or 60 cycle) or or with economical batteries. 
Metal camera-ty cabinet in gray or blue-green. 
Automatic ON-OFF switch — just by opening or closing 
door. 4 G-E Electronic tubes plus rectifier. Overall size: 
H-8 4h", W-4%", D3". $76. (with battery) 






BOB PINS . HAIRPINS . SAFETY PINS 


PINS & NEEDLES smolder in the breast of every housewife Model C250 — Self-charging portable SEE THESE 
‘ os ‘ with airplane-type storage battery. 
—the development of a buried talent : Recharges when plugged in on AC AT YOUR G-E 
and the making of a little money of their \ atone, iat fespedie sume DEALER 
own. And whether she just cuts down Size: H-10 7%”, W-14 1%”, D-5 13/16”. 
| } x $155. (with battery) TODAY 


on home expenditures because of her 
industry, or makes actual cash to swell 
her bank account, she has a sense of 
satisfaction and achievement. 
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YES! If you have a round, oval 


or heart-shaped face. NO! If 
your face is oblong, diamond or 
triangle-shaped. A page boy's 
contoured roundness will soften a 
pointed chin, counteract square 
boxiness and make a round face 
appear longer. SEND NOW FOR 
THRILLING FREE BOOKLET! 
“HAIR STYLES THAT GLORIFY 
THE SHAPE OF YOUR FACE.” 


curLers 
Girt! 






Best for every hair-do—the exclusive 
“Goody” Roller Lock Curler with Vinyl! 
Ball. 

% Won't Slip! The Viny! Ball locks curler 
close to head without roll back. 

* A variety of sizes to help you have 
the latest stylish hair-dos. 

*% Long-lasting curls—quick drying— 
charming professional-looking results. 

% Exclusive! Only Goody gives you 
the Roller Lock Curler with Vinyl Ball— 
and a complete range of better aids to 
home hairdressing. 


LOOK FOR GOODY 
WAVE CLIPS, 
BARRETTES AND 
GRIP-FAST COMBS. 


FOR BETTER HAIR- 
DRESSING AIDS 
BETTER REACH FOR 
GoooyY!i 


At notions counters of 5 and 10c stores and dept. stores 
ond druggists everywhere. 


GOODY PRODUCTS 


260 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 2B, Ontario 








Light Most-Asked Questions 


Here are “what'll-l-do” queries which crop up 
most often in our Chatelaine mailbag. Per- 


haps your pet problem is among those present? 


By Adele White. 


Health and Beauty Editor 


What is the easiest and quickest 
routine for nighttime care of skin 
and hair? 


Young complexions really need only 
cleansing and protection against w eather 
Start off 
soap and water lathering before bed- 
time, then, if skin feels dry and taut 


extremes. with a thorough 


light fluffy face cream 
gently 


smooth on a 

massage from forehead, 
around nose and chin, up to temples 

then the neck to 
underchin. Blot with face tissue. If your 
skin tends to oiliness, skip the cream and 
use, instead, an astringent skin tonic or 
witch hazel. Apply it with a pad of 


Fifty strokes with a 


from base of 


absorbent cotton. 
brush each night will zive your scalp 
workout. That, 
weekly washing with either liquid sham- 


a first-rate plus a 


poo or castille soap shaved thin and 


dissolved into a jelly, should keep 


tresses healthy and lustrous. 


How can you cope with a bumpy 
skin . . . get rid of blackheads? 


First of all, check up on your eating 


habits. Play down rich, soda 


gooey, 


fountain specials play up vitamin- 


packed vegetables and fresh fruits. For 


external care, use medicated salve on 


pimples and eruptions : and leave 


them be! No squeezing, prodding o1 


pricking or you may end up with a 
painful spot on your face. The best 
antid head rhtl 
antidote for blackheads ts a_ nightly 


steaming with cloths wrung out in hot 


Continue for three or four 


blac khe ads, 


can be 


water. 


minutes then the which 


are ready to pop, pressed out 


easily. Dab each spot with alcohol to 
keep germ free. A really serious case of 
skin eruptions should have a doctor’s 
advice on treatment. 

What can you do when cheeks 
are dry, but nose and chin shine 


like beacons? 


This seems to be a common dual 
complexion problem because the centri 
area of the face has more oil glands than 
the outer area. Try using a good rich 
face cream on your cheeks——but skip 
nose and chin. Instead, bathe then 
copiously with skin tonic. If oiliness 
is really exeessive, you can buy a no- 
shine lotion which will dim down thos 
high lights and make powder cling 
longer. 


How much make-up should a 
high school girl use? It seems 
impossible to please both mom and 
dad and still be in the groove with 
the crowd. 


It’s nearly always a tussle with your 
folks when you first start experimenting 
with face-fixin’ aids—and, strange as it 
may seem, it’s usually papa who puts 


forth the most vigorous protests. He 
winces away from the sight of his angel 
child all paint ‘n’ 
powder. And perhaps with good reason; 


huzzied-up with 


if you suddenly appear looking like the 
end man in a minstrel show with fire 


engine red lips and finger tips! It’s a 
good idea to take it in slow stages 


choose a light pink shade of lipstick and 
a natural shade of polish. That, plus 
vanishing cream as a foundation and a 
dusting of face powder, are all the assists 
you need for good looks. Leave such 


things as eye shadow and mascara to 


the older gals who haven’t got your 


bloom of youth——and such stuff! Neaten 
the line of your brow— brush the hairs 
smooth and then, for party nights, use 
just a smitch of vaseline or pomade on 
lashes--to make them ap- 


your upper 


pear more lush. 

What is the best reducing pro- 
gram for overweights? 

First of all—are you're 
Better get 
opinion on that point. 


you” sure 


overweight? your doctor’s 
If he agrees, 
he'll help plan a sensible diet for you 

one that has all the necessary food for 
growing good strong bones. Then 


than the hothouse tactics 


rather more 
of a daily dozen in your room—be a 
sport! Take up tennis, or badminton, 


swimming and bicycling in summer, and 
in winter months, cut a dash with your 
skates and skis play basketball in the 
That'll roll off the excess 
poundage and keep you in shape 


SC hool gvm. 
Does shaving make hair grow 
thicker on’arms and legs? 


Scientists have never proved that 
shaving increases growth of hair, but 





You 


if 


it does leave a stubbly surface. 
can safely use a razor on underarms 


But for legs, 
wax or an 


you've a steady hand. 


either depilatory abrasive 
mitt which you can buy at your drug- 
gist’s will leave a smoother surface. It 
fuzzy 


try bleaching with a mixture, one 


your forearms are a little on the 
side, 
drop of ammonia water to five drops ol 
Bleached 
that isn’t good 
enough, go to work with the mitt... 


hydrogen peroxide. hair is 


almost invisible. If 


but gently! 


How can you 
“*bad breath’’? 


guard against 


Unpleasant breath can be caused by 
diseased tonsils, by growth ot adenoids, 
or by indigestion from eating rich foods. 
It can also be the result of onion- or 
better give them 
the go-by on nights out. 


garlic-flavored dishes 
If your nose 
and throat are in healthy condition; if 
you watch your diet so you won't have 
tummy upsets, your best ally for sweet 
breath is a thorough workout with ye 
trusty toothbrush after every meal, if 
possible and followed by a rinse 
with antiseptic mouthwash. 


What is the best type of deodorant? 


Ther 


liquid) which actually stops perspira- 


are two kinds—antiperspirant 


tion in the area where it’s applied—and 


deodorant (cream) which makes per- 
spiration odorless. The cream deodorant 
is easy and pleasant to use and should 
be adequate unless you perspire very 
freely. In that use the liquid 
antiperspirant once or twice a week at 
night, and the cream deodorant each 
morning. # 


case 
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FOR EACH—THE ANSWER? 
ZF BY ELIZABETH ARDEN 











a” ae , : 
Elizabeth Arden’s Efficiency Plan for simplified 
- . . ° ° 
is io skin care is exactly right for your skin — normal, 
dry, oily or blemished. 1 Wh | 
rd = - ' SKIN 
Thoughtfully designed to do the most for the Tonic | 
7 skin in the shortest measure of time. A few | a == |! lee 
minutes a day spent in the care of your skin I |] Steet rms 
brings happy results. 
“ : PP} ‘i 
1 For Normal Skin iu 
Ardena Cleansing Cream Ardena Skin Tonic 1 ‘Skin | = 
Ardena Velva Cream Orange Skin Cream : aust 












Velva Cream Mask Pat-A-Kake 2 
2 For Dry Skin 4 =] —_ 
Ardena Cleansing Cream Ardena Skin Tonic . S| aa be 
Orange Skin Cream Muscle Oil Pace — ev 
Feather-Light Foundation Cream Perfection Cream . oR ru. 
3 For Oily Skin oe 
Milky Liquid Cleanser Ardena Skin Tonic 
Astringent Cream Velva Cream Mask 


Lille Lotion or All-Day Foundation Cream 


4 For Blemished Skin 


Ardena Cleansing Cream Ardena Skin Tonic 
Right Hour Cream Acne Lotion 


le 
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Now you'll want to look delicate and 


delicious with the most flawless 
complexion you've ever had. Gone— 
slap-dash cosmetic habits. Rediscovered — 
the marvelous Luxuria-care that Harriet 
Hubbard Aver so carefully plans for you. 
* Start flawless complexion care with frequent 
Luxuria cleansing. 1.40, 3.00, 4.50 


* Follow with Skin Lotion to quicken your 
skin to a wide-awake freshness. 1.30, 2.40 


* Before bed, smooth on Beautifying Face 
Cream for the pretty-as-porcelain look. 
1.40, 2.60 


HARRIET 


HUBBARD Result—You didn’t know 


you were such 
a beauty! 


LUXURIA LENGTHENS YOUR LOVELIEST HOURS 








Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream House 


CITY cliff-dwellers who think wistfully 
about the joys of retiring to the country 
are in for a rude awakening when they 
see “Mr. Blandings Builds his Dream 
House.” But the jolt is cushioned by 
so many chuckles they'll probably go 
right on air-castling. 

Besides, the comic trials of the 
Blandings with strong-willed architects, 
builders and plumbers are mild com- 
pared with what they endure in their 
apartment where the lord and master 
has to shave at a basin in simultaneous 
use by his wife. Small wonder that the 
Blandings and their daughters project 
cosy dreams of a country place with 
bathrooms for each of them and closets 
galore. 

When Jim decides to remodel a 


dilapidated old farmhouse in Connec- 
ticut, they get their closets—the kind 
everything falls out of when the door 
is opened—and a lot more besides, 
including the embryo of a triangle that 
has Jim’s city-minded lawyer in one 
corner. 

In Eric Hodgins’ book the Blandings 
were mainly and mirthfully trapped by 
the hidden costs of house building. On 
film they have common garden variety 
misadventures, not unlike those of the 
bucolic couple in“ The Egg and I.” But 
stock as the situations are, Cary Grant, 
Myrna Loy, and heckler Melvyn Doug- 
las (back on the screen after a too-long 
absence) play them as though no one 
had ever before tangled with a flooded 
cellar or a stubborn shingle. 





State of 
the Union 


ALONG with some audaciously 
funny digs at the current elec- 
tion scrimmage in the United 
States, “State of the Union’’ 
tosses still another hat into the 
presidential ring. It’s not likely 
to affect the nominations, but 
it’s certain to give you some 
diverting moments. 

The screen’s White House 
aspirant is Grant Matthews, an out- 
spoken fellow on the subject of capital 
and labor until he gets bitten by the 
presidential bug, a common enough 
malady these days. Then he starts 
playing the unhygienic game of politics 

to his wife’s distaste and the grati- 
fication of some pretty shady interests. 
There’s an ambitious (and somewhat 
amorous) lady publisher at hand to 
encourage him in these pursuits, but 
you can be sure of course that he 





winds up on the side of the angels. 

There’s much to commend the pic- 
ture: bright dialogue, timeliness, tidy 
performances of the Matthews by Spen- 
cer Tracy and Katharine Hepburn. Its 
needling of truant voters, while valuable, 
isn’t, however, the final answer to the 
riddle of politics, and there’s a woeful 
piece of miscasting of Angela Lansbury 
as the heavy. But taken all in all, it’s a 
neat combination of domestie and 
political issues. 





4 
; 
i 
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(CANADA'S 





VACATION PROVINCE) 


Millions of fun-loving 
adventure-seekers are trekking 
to Ontario where a vacation 

is a magic thing—combining 
sunny and moderate climate— 
magnificent scenery—and 32 
different vacation areas— 

each one ideal for the pursuit 
of happiness by fishing, 
hiking, swimming or visiting 
historical spots. 


Read all about what's doing in 
Ontario in the colourful 
folder—“‘Ontario, Your Best . 
Vacation Bet”. 


ONTARIO DEPT. OF TRAVEL & PUBLICITY 
D-5 Parliament Bidgs., Toronto 2, Ontarie 


Please send me, “Ontario, Your 
Best Vacation Bet” 


Chas i cee caccic PRORse cies 
65-8 


Anna Karenina 


TOLSTOY’S tragic Anna has wept her 
way through several previous film in- 
carnations, notably those presided over 
by Greta Garbo. As the latest Karen- 
ina, Vivien Leigh is easily as lachrymose 
as her predecessor. But unless you take 
to a hankie at the drop of a glycerine 
tear, Sir Alexander Korda’s version may 
leave you unmoved, though not unawed. 

Don’t hold Miss Leigh guilty, though. 
True, compared with Garbo, she is a 
bit of a lightweight, but as the luckless 
lady who forfeited her place in society 
for love, she doesn’t repel sympathy. 
Unfortunately, her almost 
eclipsed by a giddy number of sets that 


woes are 


prodigally display everything from the 
train stops between St. Petersburg and 
Moscow to the ouija board sessions of 
the Russian nobility in 1875. 

The tragedy that pokes its head 
weakly through the fancy trappings 
concerns, you'll remember, the beau- 
tiful but wife of a fusty 
middle-aged minister. Her passion for a 


neglected 


dashing young officer is accepted by her 
fashionable circle of friends, even sanc- 
tioned, until she runs away with him 
and becomes a woman beyond the pale, 
tortured by her husband’s refusal of 
divorce and her lover’s imminent deser- 
tion. There is only one way out of her 
plight and Anna takes it. 

Sir Ralph Richardson triumphs as the 
irritating, knuckle - cracking husband 
and makes Kieron Moore’s interpreta- 
tion of Vronsky even more pallid than 
it is. Alas! for a good Vronsky might 
have given the principals the edge they 
so badly needed scenery. 
Anyway, you'll get a sumptuous eyeful 
and a chance to welcome Vivien Leigh 


over the 


back to the screen. 





POOR ETI AA. eR 


Can you imagine a really great 


Love Story Without Words? 


The moving account of two gal- 
lant Canadians, both unable to 
hear or speak since birth, who 
married and brought up a fine 
family under pioneer conditions. 


Don't miss this great human 
adventure in June Chatelaine. 
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PACIFIC COAST 
AND ALASKA . 





Carefree shipboard life in 
sheltered, scenic waters. 





Pack your bags and away you 
go! Your magic land-of- 
adventure — Canada’s Pacific 
Coast. Visit Vancouver—the 
cosmopolitan city that so 
many Canadians would like 
to live in. Then “all aboard” 
for a unique sea voyage on a 
“Princess” liner linking Van- 
couver, Victoria and Seattle. Discover the old English 
charm of Victoria... here in a garden-setting, is the 
ivy-clad Empress Hotel . . . famous for comfort, 
cuisine, service. Or, for a new vacation thrill, take 
a 9 day, 2,000 mile cruise ... answer the “Call of 
the North” to lusty Alaska—land of totem poles 
and majestic fjords. So much to see—so much to do 
—so much to talk about on your return—when you 
make this your “West Coast Year!” 







@ 25 
be Empress Hotel, Victoria, B.C. 


Toand from the West, travel 
on “THE DOMINION”, 
Enjoy scenic mountain 
grandeur in air-conditioned 
comfort, 


Canadian ® 


For full information and 
reservations, see any 
Canadian Pacific agent. 






RAILWAYS - STEAMSHIPS - AIR LINES - HOTELS: COMMUNICATIONS - EXPRESS 
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By Appomtmew 
Buscust Manufacturers to HM. King George V1 
HUNTLEY & PALMERS LTO., READING. ENGLAND 











ASSORTED 


CARNIVAL 


This popular assortment contains 

SHORTCAKE-MILK AND HONEY- MARIE 

NICE-PETIT BEURRE-CUSTARD CREAMS 
CHOCOLATE SHORTCAKE 


HUNTLEY 
& PALMERS 
BISCUITS 


AGENTS 


Mackenzie & Co. Ltd., 
WINNIPEG 


Messrs. W. | 141, Bannatyne Avenue, E., 


Manitoba, Canada 


Messrs. MacLaren Wright, Ltd., 69, Front Street East, 
TORONTO, Ontario, Canada 
Paul Street West, 


Canada 


Messrs. Rose & Laflamme, Ltd., 400, St 

MONTREAL, Quebec, 

Messrs. Kelly Douglas & Co. Ltd., 367-377, Water Street, 
VANCOUVER, B.C., Canada 

HUNTLEY & PALMERS, LTD., READING & 


ENGLAND 








LONDON, 








COOK'S HOLIDAY 





Take it easy this summer. 
Simple menus and prepared 


foods help you out 


Any-Hour Breakfast 


Half Grapefruit with Honey 
Dry Cereal with Fresh Fruit 
Scrambled Eggs and Mushrooms 
on Toast 
Coffee 


Start the day with the wake-up tang 
of fresh grapefruit. Prepare it the night 


Chilled 


vegetable or fruit juices, poured straight 


before, store in refrigerator. 
from the can, are even more speedily 
prepared. 

Dress up packaged cereal with berries 
or sliced fruits as they come in season. 
Other quick breakfast suggestions: 

Creamy scrambled eggs and mush- 
fried 
they 


mushrooms to 
cook or 


diluted cream of mushroom soup in place 


rooms add 


scrambled eggs as use 
of milk with the eggs. 
Pancakes 


from ’way back. Prepared pancake mix 


and waffles are favorites 


is the starting point for both, the waflles 
just take a little less liquid. For varicty, 
add chopped apple, mashed banana o1 
ready-cooked bran to the batter. Serve 


with syrup, honey or jam, creamed 


chicken or ham. Save time by keeping 
several pints of medium white sauce 
stored in glass sealers in the refrigerator 
for quick ‘dishes like these. 

Hot 


muffins and tea biscuits a la 


by Jacqueline Roy 


Shelley, 
Sliver 
Plate, 


Chinaware 
Dainty Blue 
ware King's 
Mayflower” 


prepared mix go to the table in record 


time. And there'll be coffee, of course. 
For quick service to late comers use one 


of the instant coffees. 


Porch Lunch or Supper 
Menu 


Cream of Asparagus Soup 
Grapefruit Juice 
Salad -filled Rolls 

Relishes 
Lemon Cupcakes 
Hot Chocolate 


Capture every stray breeze on“ scorch- 
ing’ summer days. Don’t stay indoors 
even to eat. Mobilize your meals and 
take them to the porch or garden on 
One hot dish 
for every meal’s the rule whether it’s 80 
in the or 90! 


of condensed soup 


trays or by tea wagon. 


shad Just heat a can 
it takes only a few 
minutes. Or, if you prefer, try one of the 
dehydrated soups that are so conveni- 
Fruit 
freshing to sip in between bits of the 
Salad-stuffed 
quickly made and casily handled. Make 


ently packaged. juices are re- 


main course. rolls are 
a deep slit on top of wiener rolls from 
end to end, line with lettuce and stuff 
with salad. Combine diced canned meat 
or lobster, shrimp, tuna or chicken with 


one or more crispy chopped vegetable 
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Want to mix your own cool 
chocolate drinks this summer? 


When there’s a jar of Fry's 
famous chocolate syrup in the 
ice box, it’s easy! And fun! Here’s 
how to make the syrup: 





% cup 
sugar. 
ag wen r slowly, 
Boil for 


Cocoa, % : 
% cup boilin 








minute. 
jar — covers co 


ol and keep 


PURE @rcanrast 


COCOA 





THE COCOA WITH THE aie 
RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR jp” 22tut 110 norm 


such as celery, cabbage, cucumber, 
onion. 

Lemon cupcakes, use two prepared 
mixes. Bake cake mix in paper cups, 
hollow out top, fill with packaged 
lemon pie filling. Other minute-pretty 
desserts include pudding powders, ren- 
net custard and jellies, garnished with 
fruit and whipped cream. 

Use a tin of chocolate sauce to make 
your hot or iced chocolate. 


Dinner on the Double 


Salmon Loaf, Egg Sauce 
Scalloped Lima Beans 
in Tomato Sauce 
Fresh Fruit Sundae 
Spice Cake 
Tea 


For minimum effort on sultry days 
plan simple menus, aided and abetted 
by a pantry shelf well stocked with 
ready-cooked foods and prepared mixes. 
Hot salmon or beef loaf are easy-to- 
make main dishes. Egg sauce pairs with 
the fish loaf, canned gravy or vegetable 
soup with meat loaf. 

More main-course meats: 

Baked canned meat (bologna, ham, 
beef) looks luscious with canned pine- 
apple rings and maraschino cherries 
arranged over the top. 

Corned beef hash casserole —use a can 
of corned beef hash, cover with mashed 
potatoes and brown in oven. 

Canned meat balls, fish cakes, stew 
or sausages heat up in a hurry. 

‘T hen 
sauce, 


there’s spaghetti in tomato 
Dress it up with sausages or 
bacon curls. 

Fresh fruit sundae draws high ap- 
plause as a dessert—ice cream comes 
from the store or refrigerator tray, the 


fresh fruit from 


storage jar in re 
For cake to go with it 


try one of the 


frigerator. 
spice, chocolate or plain 
packaged mixes. 

Serve tea, hot or iced, for a refreshing 
finish, 


Back-vard Barbecue 


Skillet Stew 
on Toasted Bun 
Baked Beans 
Radishes Green Onions 
Carrot Sticks 
Fresh Fruit Bowl 
Minted Punch 


There’s more fun and adventure in 
cooking as well as eating outdoors. All 
the equipment you'll need is a portable 
grill, a skillet, a long-handled fork and 
spoon, Fry onions, celery and ham- 
burger in the skillet until browned; stir 
in canned tomatoes, corn and peas and 
little 
toasted buns. 


simmer a longer. Serve over 
For extra “tiller,” bring 
on a big pot of baked beans. For 
contrast, add crisp, garden-fresh vege- 
tables radishes, green onions and car- 
rots. 

Other barbecue specials: 

Fried chopped bacon with creamed- 
style corn added all cooked in the one 
skillet. Brochettes 


pieces of meat alternately with mush- 


skewer bite-sized 


rooms and bacon, then broil. 

Simple desserts are most satisfying 
after a substantial main course. Try 
a fruit juice sherbet, a bowl of fresh 
fruit or a cheese’ tray. 

Finish with a frosty glass of fruit 
punch, minted and sugared. # 
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EAGLE BRAND IS BACK! 


Now 


you can enjoy this... 


anes 
Ee 





DATE and NUT ROLL 


CHILL AND SERVE —NO COOKING! 


Ye cup Eagle Brand Sweetened 
Condensed Milk 

2 cups (4 pound) vanilla 
wafer crumbs 


Blend Eagle Brand Sweetened Con- 
densed Milk and lemon juice. Add 
vanilla wafer crumbs. Mix well. roll. 
Sprinkle flat surface with icing sugar. 
Lightly roll or pat crumb mixture on 
sugar into 8 or 10-inch rectangle. 


hard 





we 


© Thy 
7%e Borden Comores 


It’s so quick and easy to make exciting desserts! 
And you know they’ll always come out just 
right—when you use Eagle Brand, the original 
Sweetened Condensed Milk! A smooth ready- 
to-use blend of creamy-rich whole milk and 
sugar. Made to Borden’s high standard of 
quality. 


FREE! 70 foolproof recipes for luscious cookies, 
puddings, frostings, ice creams in the Book of 
Eagle Brand Magic Recipes. Send post card to 
The Borden Company, Limited, Grocery 
Products Div., Spadina Crescent, Toronto, Ont. 


Wrap in waxed paper. 
6 to 8 hours. 
sauce or 
Makes 8 servings. 





2 teaspoons lemon juice 
1 cup finely chopped dates 
VY cup chopped nut meats 
Icing sugar 


Mix dates and nut meats and spread 
on crumb mixture. 


Roll as for jelly 
Chill 
Slice and serve with 
whipped cream. 


MAKE /T THE DAV BEFORE — 
A MAGIC DESSERT MADE 


WTHEAGLE BRAND! 
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Small Sine 


PILES the SP@T 
with Mothers and Babizo 


Mothers welcome this new 5-ounce tin of Heinz Junior Foods, 
with the attractive red label! You liked the handy small size in 
Heinz Baby Foods, blue label . . . now we're giving you Junior 
Foods in the same convenient 5-ounce tin. When baby is ready 
for coarser foods—ask for Heinz Junior Foods in this new 
smaller size! You'll like the new size tin because: 





KE it's the same price there's @ splendid 


Fe es Heinz Baby choice of 15 diffe~ 

4 Foods. You can rent Junior Foods. 

f f* buy both together, 
without confusion 


in figuring. 





_ wastel No iat ~~ 
>» overs! 


é 


va 


25 Heinz Baby Foods 


(BLUE LABEL) 
Beef and Liver Soup; Tomato Soup; Vege- 
table Soup; Chicken, Vegetables and Farina; 
Vegetables with Bacon; Vegetables with 
Lamb; Asparagus; Carrots; Green Beans; 
Peas; Beets; Spinach; Peas and Carrots; 
Squash; Squash and Carrots; Applesauce; 
Peaches; Prunes; Pears with Farina; Plums 
with Farina; Apricots with Oatmeal;Custard 
Pudding; Orange Custard Dessert; Peach 
Custard Dessert; Prune Custard Dessert. 


15 Heinz Junior Foods 
(RED LABEL) 
Chicken Soup; Lamb and Liver; Vegetable 
Beef Dinner; Vegetables with Fish; Maca- 
roni with Tomato and Beef; Tomato and 
Rice; Creamed Diced Vegetables; Mixed Look for the 
Vegetables; Carrots;Spinach;Green Beans; omplete line 
Apple Sauce; Prune iuitiag, Pisssppie of 40 Strained 


ee bh nd Juni 
Rice Pudding; Apple, FigandDateDessert. 770 "710" 


at the sign of 

the Heinz Baby 
& when you are 

shopping. 


SROs 





Child 
Health 
Clinic 


Home Care of Injuries | 








By Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. : 


Cuts and Scrapes 

Scrapes or “brush burns” on the skin 
should be washed out thoroughly but 
gently with soap and pure water, It 
is best to use a piece of sterile absorbent 
cotton for the washing. If you live in 
a city or large town your tap water will 
no doubt be pure, but if you are uncer- 
tain of its purity, you should use water 
that has been boiled. If the wound is 
a clean cut, made with a knife, fo: 
example, you don’t need actually to 
wash it out, but you should wash around 
it, taking care to rub out from the 
wound, not toward it. Bleeding in 
moderation helps to clean out the 
wound. Severe bleeding of course must 
be controlled to prevent excessive loss 
of blood. Pressure on the wound with 
a sterile or clean pad will control most 
bleeding. 

Tincture of iodine is a poor antiseptic 
to use for cuts and wounds for two 
reasons. It hurts and frightens the child 
and as a result he sometimes will not 
tell you about his injuries because he 
is afraid of your treatment. The second 
and more serious objection to iodine is 
that it burns and damages the wound 
and thus delays healing. Every timc 
a bottle of iodine is opened, some of 
the alcohol in it evaporates and as a 
result it becomes stronger and more 
irritating. The evaporation is even more 
rapid if the stopper isn’t absolutely 
tight. It is especially dangerous to put 
a big bandage over q wound that has 
been treated with iodine as this increases 
its burning effect. A small bandage held 
in place with narrow strips of adhesive 


is safer, but you would be wiser to use © | 
some painless but effective antiseptic 
instead. Your doctor can tell you of © | 
them or we will send you a list on 


request. 

Until the wound is healed, the band- 
age should be kept dry. If the cut is }' 
fairly extensive it may throb a little >! 
for the first day. This is of no con- 
sequence, but if the throbbing continues 4, 
or becomes worse, take the bandage off 7, 
and look at the wound. If it is red or T 
swollen, it is likely infected and your 1 
doctor should see it at once. On the #4 
other hand if everything is going nicely 9 ‘ 
you do not need to take the bandage 9’ 
off every day as you are likely to injure Ff 
the wound in doing so and thus delay the ; 


healing. Try to unroll the bandage so 
that the cut is not pulled open. You 
may need to soak the wound in a little 
warm boiled water in order to remove 
the dressing easily. 3 

Most of the germs that cause infec- : 
tions in wounds come from the nose and 
throat. The bandage is to save it from 
such contamination as well as to protect 7 
the injured tissues. Salves and adhesive 
are practically never sterile and should 
not be put directly on wounds. If the 
child is old enough to keep a superficial 
scrape clean it will heal up more quickly 
if no bandage at all is used. As scars 
on the face are disfiguring, you would 
be wise to have your doctor look after 
any serious cuts there. Also a de Pp 
wound in the hand may injure important 
tendons or nerves and here too you® 
should get expert help. In fact, most 
cuts through the full thickness of the 
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“Helen is so 
clumsy 


ELEN’S 11, and 
H the clumsiest 
girl you ever saw,” 
says Mrs. R. ‘She 
spills milk over 
clean tablecloths, 
and breaks so many 
dishes I've given 
up asking her to 
dry them. I know 
Helen can see all 
right, because re- 
cently the school 





JANET POWER 


Practical psychologist and 
mother of three of the kind of 
children you'd like to know 


} tested eyesight. Helen should set an ex- 


' ample for her 2 younger sisters — but 


‘ what can I do about 


er clumsiness?” 
The reason for Helen’s clumsiness, 


| Mother, is her AGE! At 11—she is growing 
' fast, and finds it hard to judge distance. 


Your job, Mother, is to encourage Helen 


_ and help her. Remove everything she could 
| damage accidentally. Use a plastic cover 


+ over tablecloths. If Helen spills anything 


at mealtimes, simply wash the plastic after- 


+ wards—with NO SCOLDING. Don’t have her 


) dry dishes—but do MAKE HER responsible 

+ for OTHER HOUSEHOLD TASKS such as bed- 

| making, keeping her own room 7: All 
h 


this will give Helen confidence, an 
her outgrow her awkward stage. 
Next, clothes. Buy them with plenty of 
GROWING ROOM with extra skirt and sleeve 
length. When she’s nicely dressed, she'll 


elp 


' feel more at ease. Then, if possible, ar- 
} range for Helen to join a dancing class. 


A few hours’ practising would give her 


' valuable grace and rhythm. 


Encourage Helen and compliment her. 
Never draw attention to her clumsiness 
before visitors, or ridicule her before her 
young sisters. In another few months, with 
a lot of PRAISE and UNDERSTANDING, you'll 
be surprised what a GRACEFUL daughter 
you really have! 


Short Tempers at Breakfast? 
Children are apt to be fussy and short- 
tempered at breakfast. Often they refuse 
to eat because the cereal just doesn’t tempt 


'them. Make breakfast attractive—and 


‘serve a ready-to-eat cereal that does tempt 


5 


them and is actually FUN to eat! Give your 


i children Kellogg’s Rice Krispies. They'll 


) be amused and interested by the gay Snap- 


+ Crackle-Pop when you pour on milk or 


cream. They'll eat happily—and ask for 


| more! ‘Rice Krispies’’ is a registered trade 


mark of the Kellogg ae of Canada 
) 


Limited for its delicious brand of oven- 
popped rice. Get some tomorrow 


¥ 
owe 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kelloge’s want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children’s problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-35, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. 


“My small daughter wouldn’t leave 
the scissors alone” 
writes Mrs. H. E. R. Colyer 


“Jacqueline was passionately fond of 
scissors, and I was in constant fear she 
would injure herself. Finally, I bought 
her a pair of blunt, round-end scissors, 
and made it clear they were entirely hers. 
Now she spends many happy hours harm- 
lessly cutting out paper ois. or scraps 
of cloth, and I can safely leave my scissors 
anywhere! I feel she is also learning to 
respect other people's property.” 








skin which cause the wound to gape open 
should have stitches put in them by a 
doctor. When this is done, they heal 
more quickly and are less apt to become 
infected. 

You should keep a supply of sterile 
bandages and sterile gauze for dressings 
on hand. You can buy them already 
made up or you can make your own 
from an old clean sheet or shirt. Cut 
strips of the desired width (joining them 
if necessary), roll them as tightly as 
possible and wrap each separately in 
clean paper. Tie them with string and 
leave them in a slow oven (200-250 deg. 
F.) for 45 minutes tosterilizethem. It is 
a good idea to wrap up some pieces of 
gauze and absorbent cotton in paper also 
and sterilize them as well. 


Puncture or Stab Wounds 


Puncture or stab wounds demand 
special care, because the germs that 
cause tetanus or lockjaw can live and 
grow in such wounds whereas they 
cannot survive when exposed to the air 
in an open wound or cut. As you know 
lockjaw is a highly dangerous disease 
even when expertly treated. The germs 
that cause lockjaw are found normally 
in the intestines of horses and other 
animals, and therefore they are often 
present in roads, gardens, fields, farm- 
yards, and so on. Therefore any serious 
skin injuries suffered in street accidents, 
or where soil is present, especially if they 
include puncture wounds, should be 
reported to your doctor. He may think 
it advisable to give your youngster an 
injection of tetanus antitoxin which will 
prevent this disease temporarily. How- 
ever, it is much better to be prepared 
beforehand for such dangers. This can 
be done by having your child given 
tetanus toxoid. Usually three injections 
are given at three- or four-week inter- 
vals followed by a fourth, one year later. 
This immunizes your child against this 
disease for several years. Preparations 
containing diphtheria toxoid, whooping 
cough vaccine and tetanus toxoid to- 
gether are now available, so that one 
series of injections immunizes vour child 
against all three of these diseases. 

Ifsuch a youngster suffers a stab wound 
or is injured in a street accident it 
is usual to give him another small 
booster dose of tetanus toxoid at the 
time. It is much safer for your children 
to have the protection of these tetanus 
toxoid injections, as this disease may 
follow very slight wounds that are 
hardly noticed and for which no medical 
care is sought. It is particularly import- 
ant for allergic children to be protected 
in this way as it is often difficult to treat 
them with antitoxin if they do develop 
the disease. Allergic children can, on 
the other hand, be immunized against 
this disease quite satisfactorily. 


Splinters 


Splinters should be removed as they 
become infected and sore if left in the 
skin. They can be taken out most easily 
with a sterilized needle. An easy way 
to prepare the needle is to thread it 
and drop it into a small amount of 
actively boiling water, leaving the 
thread hanging over the edge of the 
saucepan. After it has boiled for three 
minutes, pick it up by the thread, being 
careful not to touch the point on any 
object. The skin over the splinter should 
be sterilized with some efficient anti- 


‘ septic before the needle is used. # 


s > —- , 


beverages and on your table makes a hit 
with guests. New folder ‘““Glamour-Ice 
your Table Settings” shows many ways to 
add eye-appeal, appetite-appeal when you 
are entertaining. 








ADDS GLAMOUR! Real, crystal-clear ice in 
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a rs ~~ i, : 
ICE CUBES IN 3 MINUTES! No running 


short of cubes when you have an ice 
refrigerator. Ask your ice serviceman how 
to make all the cubes you want easily, 
quickly. Hard, clear, they do not give 
beverages an off-taste! 


A modern Air-Conditioned Ice Refrigerator costs only one-fifth to 
one-quarter as much as other types. See the new models now available 
at your local ice dealer’s showroom, or write for information to 
Canadian Ice Foundation, 137 Wellington St. W., Toronto, Canada. 
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WHY DOES HE AVOID HER EMBRACE? 


A. Because he is no longer happy in their marriage, constantly 
makes excuses to avoid the romantic intimacy of their honey- 
moon. 


Q. What has she done? Is it really all! her fault? 

A. It is not so much what she has done as what she has neglected 
...and that is proper feminine hygiene. 

Q.Can neglect of proper feminine hygiene really spoil a happy marriage? 

A. Yes, and the pity of it is, every wife can hold her lovable charm 
by simply using “Lysol” disinfectant as an effective douche. 

Q.Can this purpose be accomplished by homemade douching solutions? 


A. No... salt, soda and similar makeshifts do not have the proved 
germicidal and antiseptic properties of “‘Lysol"’ which not only 
destroys odour but is effective in the presence of organic matter. 


Q. Why does this husband not tell his wife why he avoids her? 


A. Because he feels that a woman should know these important 
facts ... and use every means in her power to remain glamorous, 
dainty and lovely to love. He resents her neglect of such 
fundamentals as correct feminine hygiene which is achieved so 
étsily by regular douching with “Lysol” brand disinfectant. 


DON’T TAKE CHANCES with married happiness... safeguard your 
complete daintiness . . . use only “Lysol” in the douche . . . it is not only 
effective, but kind to delicate tissues 





Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non-injurious 
to deliccte membrone, its 
clean, ontiseptic odour quickly 
disoppeors. Highly concen- 
trated “Lysol” is economica! 
in solution. Follow easy direc- 
" tions for correct douching 
solution. 





For Feminine 
Hygiene use 





Brand Disinfectant 


Every time 





WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER “LYSOL”! 


It's safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” hos 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession...and of mothers and house- 
wives, too. It's the standard antiseptic in 
modern hospitals throughout the world. 
Its continued leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other genera! antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended. 





FREE BOOKLET ! Learn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married hcppiness 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M. H., Lehn & Fink (Conodc } 
Limited, 37 Honna Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in plain envelope. 
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Cabin in the Country 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor 


ONE OF THE 
Canadian families is to own a summer 
Why 


we rate the log cabin so highly nobody 


fondest dreams of most 


cottage—preferably a log cabin. 


seems to know—unless it’s the strain 


(however 


of pioneer blood that runs 
thinned) through our veins. 


Though it’s occupied for only a few 
weeks or months during the year, 
construction of such a cabin demands 
careful planning and organization. Noth- 
ing contributes more to the success of 
the venture than selection of a suitable 
site. Some people like to be close to a 
stream or lake, others prefer the view 
from hills or mountains. But to save 
on transportation costs, don’t settle too 
far from the source of supply of logs. 

Unless the cabin is built on rock, its 
foundation must extend into the ground 
below the frost line. Wood posts resting 
on stone or concrete slabs may be used, 
better 


Best of 


all, of course, are solid stone or concrete 


but stone or concrete piers are 


since they are more durable. 


walls. They provide a permanent base, 
make for a warmer floor and keep out 
and small animals. For sake 
the foundation should be 


rodents 
of appearance, 
just high enough to keep the log walls 
from coming in contact with the ground. 


What Kind of Logs? 


Most Canadian evergreens—notably 
the pines, cedars and spruces—are well 
adapted for log construction. They’re 


usually cut in the winter and left to dry 
till at least late summer. While the bark 
has a rustic appearance, it’s advisable 
to strip it because of the attraction it 
holds for insects. 


The men who built the log cabins of 


early settlers were not carpenters in the 
conventional sense. They were a type 
of highly competent lumberjack, a man 
not merely a feller of trees, but one who 
was an artisan in his own right. There 
aren’t many of these fine axemen today, 
and for this reason care should be taken 
in selecting the builder of your log cabin. 

Surprisingly enough, factory-manu- 
factured logs are now available. They’re 
made to uniform size, are tongue-and- 
grooved so as to lock together, and may 
be speedily erected. The heart of each 
log is bored out to eliminate the pos- 


sibility of rot and to permit equal 
seasoning. The hollow core also provides 
insulation and a space for electric wiring. 
used for exterior walls are 
usually from six to ten inches in diame- 
ter. If they are to form the interior 
finish as well, merely the top and bottom 
are smoothed. If the interior is to be 
faced, the top, bottom and inside surface 
are smoothed. The logs are graduated 
in size, the largest in diameter being 
laid at the bottom of the wall, the 
smallest at the top. Strands of oakum 
When it’s 


wood has 


Logs 


are forced between them. 
certain that the 
dried out, and all shrinkage has taken 
place, the joints are filled with a caulking 
compound, or a chinking mixture ap- 
plied on thin strips of metal lath. 
Much of the charm of a log cabin 
depends on the way its corners are fitted. 
There is a wide 


reasonably 


variety of joints, one of 
saddle and 
,»” which permits each log to rest 
on the one beneath it. 


the most common being the “ 
notch 
Their projecting 
treated in 
an ornamental fashion if desired. In the 
1 “butted” corner, every other 
““Mitred” corners are 
another alternative. The ends of the 
logs are cut at 45 degrees to provide 


ends may be cut short or 


case ol 


log projects. 


a right-angled corner. 

Log walls may be treated either with 
linseed oil, which preserves the full 
beauty of the with colored 
stain. If the latter finish is 
decided upon it’s necessary to wait a 


wood, or 
shingle 
year or so. Proper penetration of the 
is impossible till the sap film 
breaks up under exposure to weather. 
designing a cabin, family needs 
will dictate the number and kind 
rooms to be provided. As regards style, 
it should be remembered that the best 
generally simple and 
Introducing a picture 
idea if there’s an 
For other windows 
recommended because 
they allow maximum ventilation. The 
windows need to be protected when the 


stain 


architecture is 
unostentatious. 
window is a good 
attractive view. 


casements are 


cabin is not in use, so the shutters 
should not be so large that they’re 
awkward to handle. Among well-repay- 
ing investments is a screened porch. 
It’s well worth the modest cost. 


LT TT 


This attractive log cabin was de- 
signed especially for Chatelaine 
by architect C. R. Worsley. It 
acts as a “main house” since 
separate sleeping cabins are pro- 
vided for children and guests. 
The logs are stained light brown, 
the roof is green and the gables 
are white. On the right: a new 
development: logs that have 
been milled in a factory. Their 
precise manufacture ensures 
exact fit and speedy erection. A 
hollow core provides insulation. 











Chatelaine, June, 1948 — 15 


| 


Bercy ion 
euckhdahoe to eteee an 





Bundle of charm! Richard James Balfour plants kiss on Woodbury-smooth cheek of his bride, 
Constance Cattanach Paterson of Montreal. Wedding reception at New York’s Delmonico Hotel. 


by for Bo) 


WEDDING OF ANOTHER WOODBURY DEB 
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Yes, Cupid works fast—aided by Woodbury! 
“Adore my Facial Cocktail,” 
“Creamy-mild massage, warm ’n’ cold rinses. 
” Kissably soft! 





It was love—at Chalk River, where Connie 


did atomic research and met Dick! ... Brr=— says Connie. 


cold! But Dick’s temperature rose fast — 


warmed by Connie’s ¥ oodbury-sweet glow! Result, my skin is so-o soft.’ 





FOR THE SKIN YOU LOVE TO TOUCH 


Signing the license—and “Love forever” shines 
“And how!” 
Follow the debs’ 
Woodbury for romantic skin beauty! 


Beauty-cream ingredient—only Woodbury has 
it! Actually, a skin-smoothing ingredient of 
Yes, extra-mild Woodbury 


through! affirms adoring Dick. 


rich face creams! famous beauty care, girls 
is a beauty treatment in cake form. Try it! — it’s 


(Made in Canada) 
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/. “HERE'S HOW I manage desk-to-danc- 
ing dates,”’ says this smart career girl. “‘I 
wear a basic dress to the office—with the 
simplest of simple accessories. And, of 


2. “WHEN DATE TIME COMES, I ‘dress 


up’ my basic dress with a circular organdy 


overskirt. Add jewelry for glitter, gloves 
and flowers for glamour. And I’m set for 
course, I rely on new Odorono Cream to 
keep my dress free of perspiration stains 
and odor.”” One dab of Odorono in the A.M. 
keeps you dainty a full 24 hours. 


an evening of fun. I’m confident of my 
charm all evening too—thanks to new 
Odorono Cream.” Because the Halgene in 
Odorono gives more effective protection than 





And wait till you see how creamy-smooth any deodorant known. 
Odorono stays in the jar. Never gritty Yet stainless Odorono is so safe and 


(even if you leave the cap off for weeks). 


_ 


‘ODO-RO-NO’ 
} 


gentle—you can use it even after shaving. 






New Odonono Cream safely 


Tops perspindlion and odon 
a full 24 houns ! 


Pig ae 











Chatelaine Roundabout 


News notes of the men and women who write for Chatelaine 
. . « of the people they meet and the things they hear 


“Almost impossible to get him to stan 
still long enough to take his picture,” said the 
photographer who caught this purposeful, 
true-to-life glimpse of Dr. Karl S, Bernhardt. 
Strong clue to the success story of this well- 
known Canadian psychologist and writer, one 
of the keymen in his field. Dr. Bernhardt, 
Ph.D., leads a life of amazing activity . + 
endlessly analyzing, studying what goes on in 
the human mind, behaviors, unhappiness . . . 
all to do with what makes human beings tick. 

He has little time for recreation other 
than a bit of craftwork and stamp collecting. 
Prefers sitting under a tree to fishing. . . 
maintains that although he thinks he’s quite 
handy at fixing light cords, et al., Mrs. B. 
says he doesn’t do nearly enough odd jobs 
round the house. And, adds Dr. Bernhardt 
emphatically, in spite of this “I’m quite hap- 
pily married in case that interests you.” 





You'll be seeing facsimiles of the 
pretty girl on Chatelaine’s cover here 
and there in various shop windows and 
department Canada. 
Along with copies of the actual dress 
This to give you a 


stores across 
and accessories. 
close-up of what an actual cover dress 
looks like in case you want to make one 
for yourself... and it’s fun having a 
dress same as a cover girl’s. 





This busy little round-table group (above) comprises Chatelaine’s 
editorial staff. These are the people who create Chatelaine, traveling 
about, studying, interviewing, investigating . . 
inthe wind... 


Eavesdropping department: remark 
caught by Editor Byrne Sanders’ quick 
ears in a New York restaurant: “Of 
course Marion always marries money.” 
Evelyn Kelly, overhearing a gal dis- 
cussing a radio-phonograph she won ina 
contest: “My husband wants me to sell 
it. He thinks it'll spoil the children. 
I said okay Ili sell it if you’ll sell your 
Motber.” 


. watching straws 


tossing ideas around, in and out. The continuous 
procedure of giving readers an all-Canadian magazine tuned in to the 
Canadian way of living. Identification, starting left round the 
table: Francis Crack, Lotta Dempsey, Jane Monteith, Mary Jukes, 
Jacqueline Roy, Editor Byrne Sanders, Marie Holmes, Almeda 
Glassey, John Caulfield Smith, Adele White and Evelyn Kelly, 
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Almeda Glassey in New York calling 
on Margaret Sangster, well-known 
writer of short stories and radio plays, 
still doesn’t believe her own 


to favor the guests with a snooty 
green-eyed stare. And speaking of 
cats, a feline bereavement in art 
Francis Crack’s home left 


eyes. director 


Seems the famous lady has quite a three motherless, very tiny, very 
collection of cats enjoying luxurious hungry four-day-old kittens. Tem- 
living in her swank Park Avenue porary pediatrician Marie Holmes 


apartment. Five of them stalked in, 
one by one. Then along came royalty, 
wheeled in a large doll carriage ...a 


big black alley cat which condescended 


worked out a formula . the kittens 
were fed from a doll baby bottle, and 
at live weeks they’re thriving, mewing 
for more, 
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coat of shining armor 
for your floors...my lady 


lady: That's what I need! The traffic’s & 


terrific in my kitchen. 























Knight: Old English laughs at rough treat- 


ment, my lady. Dirt tracked in from out- 


of-doors . .. or trucked in by the small fry ; 
. can be whisked away in a jiffy. | 
6 . os ‘ 
Lady: Wonderful! . . . because I can’t { 
spend all my time polishing. 
Knight: Brighter floors . . . lighter work 
... that’s the beauty of Old English! It’s 
a cinch to apply. Just spread it on and i 


let it dry. No rubbing . . . no buffing. 


Famous for fifty years as the quality 
wax .. . Old English is now better than 


ever! You can't buy a finer floor wax! 







Try Old English No Rub- 
i bing Wax in your home. See 
| how the beauty of floors and 
linoleum is protected by this 
? finer wax polish that lasts and 
lasts. It truly is “a coat of 
F shining armor for your floors!” 
be 
t 


webs e 


Old English 
NO RUBBING WAX 


@ No Rubbing Wax 
©@ Paste Wax 
© Cream Wax Polish 








Sold at leading stores throughout Canada 


f L o O° R Ss ! Boyle-Midway Canada Limited, Toronto 
BEST BUY IN THE STORES... DOES MORE FOR YOUR 
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Skin Food - $1.25, Dry Skin Cleansing Cream - $1.25, Liquefying Cleansing Cream - 
Lotion - $1.00, Complexion Milk - $1.25, English Complexion Cream - 
$1.00, English Complexion Powder - $1.00, Lipstick - $1.25, Make-up Base 
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BY APPOINTMENT 


PERFUMERS TO 
MH mM QUEEN maeY 


YARDLEY, LONDON 


Tn beat eae 


that proclaums you 
w Lovely Lady 
thow is pertection in 
thw hang 


BEAUTY PREPARATIONS BY YARDLEY 


OF LONDON 


$1.25, Toning 
$1.25, Foundation Cream - 
$1.25. 





fashion Shorts 


* 
A previeu 
So captivating . . . the floppy 
little Dutchboy cap on young heads all 
White as a Dutch kitchen. 
Gay as a bed of tulips. 


over town. 


Corded cotton for a summer sym- 
phony. It makes sweet music of a suit 
that’s free ’n’ easy of skirt, snug ’n’ short 
of jacket. You'll want to jump on the 


bandwagon. 


Ladybug, ladybug, fly away. And 
who couldn’t in a floating cotton skirt 
with petticoat edging? Such graceful 
manners your cottons have! 


Interplay of stripes. Tucked bodice 
and self-pleated skirt go north and 


south. Hand-span cummerbund goes 
east and west. Like latitude and longi- 
tude. 

Oh, dem golden slippers. . 


Referring, of course, to gilt ballet flats 
to wear with slacks and shorts. Cottons 
too. You’re Twinkletoes, all right. 


You'll cotton to mauve... the 
engaging new shade of summer. In a 
blouse that dips in daytime decolletage. 
And a skirt 
border piqué peeps. 
lilac time. 


‘neath whose scalloped 
Both as poetic as 


Band your tropic panama with bright 
grosgrain or chiffon. Roll it off your face 
or shade it over your eyes. It’s the 


delight of a print dress. 


Say it with flowers. Cotton blossoms 
blooming on your hand-stitched gloves. 
One on each set of fingers. 


You'll be in a state of sundress these 
next months. With a bare-topped pastel 
that 
indoors converts modestly 


and 
into a suit. 
Cover-up is a breezy little swingback 


outdoors follows the sun 


bolero. 


Good things come in threes. Like a 
trim striped cotton suit crisped with a 
piqué weskit. Whip out of the jacket and 
you’re in a smart two-piece sun dress. 
Surprise! the weskit’s backless. 


As numberless as the sands on the 
beach the ways of the sunback. Comes 
now an interesting organdie redingote in 
foam-white to combine with a strapless 
air-conditioned chambray in_ seashell 


pink. Or choose your own sun shade. 


Once over lightly on sunbacks. With 
a cape so brief it barely reaches cover. Or 
a romantic matching stole. 
season for barebacks. 


This is a 


Get it in checks , . 
or pastels. 


. or white... 
It’s the most useful item in 
weather The 
cropped topper winging way out in back, 
Pairs up with anything morning, noon, 
and night. 


your warm wardrobe. 


Four in hand. Start with shorts and 
flaring play dress separates. That makes 


of trends 


two. Over a circular skirt it becomes a 
strapless sundress. Three. For a turn in 
town button into an affectionate jacket. 
And that’s four. Such strategy! 

Pink taffeta blushes under your 
embroidered organdie on starlit nights. 
Its tiny cap sleeves make you look like 
an angel on the wing. A flowing pink 
sash brings back the sweet girl graduate. 
Ice and serve. 


Tie your scarf around your straw 
bowler and anchor it under your chin 
with a pin or scarf holder. You'll look 
more like ’08 than ’48 but he'll love it. 


Of course your playsuit has a bal- 
lerina skirt that’s high-waisted, 
wide-sweeping, handsomely printed. And 
a fetching playmate for breezy navy 
shorts and deep-scooped top. 


Everything’s convertible these days, 
except your budget. Which will cer- 
tainly cast loving glances at the tricky 
ruffled blouse you wear on or off your 
Poet at 
The secret’s in the elasticized 


shoulders. home, peasant 
afield. 


neckline. 


Accessorize your outfit with 
glasses. Framed in gay plaid plastic. Bet 
you thought they were only to keep the 
sun out of your eyes. 


sune 


Not just one big flare but a whole 
skirtful. Pleated into a coachman’s dress 
of softest shantung. With a half-belt at 
the back and a dashing row of double 
buttons beneath lavish lapels. Everyone 
wants to ride with the driver. 


For an informal evening when the 
mercury goes skyward. A lacy sweater 
and a parasol skirt. Both in tissue wool, 
both in moon white. A narrow rim of 
gold around your waist... glitter at 
your throat and And the 


orchestra playing Viennese waltzes. 


wrists. 


Urbane-about-town cottons on the 
current Rich brown 
chambray, for one. With piqué starchily 
at its collar and silver at its belt. Lights 
and shadows everywhere. 


scene, cocoa 


Let us consider plaid gingham. That 
ruffles at the yoke, at the cuffs, and at 
the stand-up collar of a dandyish blouse. 
And reappears delightfully at the 
ruffled hem of a flaring cotton skirt. The 
gingham girl gone glamourous. 


We don’t mind telling you that come 
fall skirts will be slim, slim, slim. But 
who wants to think about that? Sum- 
mer’s still ahead... let’s abandon 
ourselves to the skirts that are full, full 


full. 


Rustle into June with a taffeta suit- 
dress. Its navy yards-and-yards skirt 
teams elegantly with a sheer whit 
shirtwaist. And many’s the evening thc 
pretty tittle peplum jacket will find it: 
work in the world, + 
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Exc.usive with 


Gordon Mackay, the swim 
suits shown here, and 
others not illustrated, will 
brighten bathing beaches 
this year. For styles fresh 
from the hands of top de- 
signers —for exclusive col- 
ours and fabrics—shop for 
a swim suit at stores where 
you see the GordonMackay 
name. 


INGERIE ® HOSIERY 
ATHING SUITSe FABRICS 
PORTSWEAR e SWEATERS 
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ABOVE — Classic style one-piece 
suit with half skirt and lastex 
$otin back—front in poplin prints 
by Bates—choice of colour com- 


binations — $6.95. 


AND COMPANY LIMITED 








LEFT — The Gordon 
Mackay interpretation of 
the Princess style in most- 
wanted colours, with white 
braid trim, seen at the 
Winter resorts — $4.95. 
Comes also in the larger 
sizes (there is a Gordon 
Mackay dressmaker style, 
too) at $6.95. 


ABOVE — Smart is the word 
for the half-and-half swim 
suit on the left, with its flared 
skirt and screen printed bam- 
boo top — $5.95. Style-con- 
scious bathers will like the 
elasticized back of the semi- 
midriff style on the right — 
screen printed bamboo— 
$5.95. 


LEFT— Higher on the 
ladder, high-style, semi- 
midriff, bengaline suit with 
elasticized back—in 
Gordon Mackay exclusive 
red and other favoured 
colours—$4.95. The other 
suit in the same smart 
colours for those who pre- 
fer the 2 piece — elastic 
back and shirred front— 


$4.95. 





ABOVE — Gordon Mackay’s two-piece Friller style in 
flocked-design bengaline—Autumn gold, Summer royal, 
Spring turquoise, white, black — $4.95. 
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Doctors Prove the Palmolive Plan brings 


2 out of 3women 
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F * A RECIPE ~ 
: ewer Tiny Blemishes — THE FORM Olive PLAN 
©S$ Inc:.- “JUST 1-2-3 
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YOU, TOO, may look for 
such skin improvements 
in only 14 days! 






EDITH TRIES THE PLAN 
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“ANO 14 OAYS LATER] 
IF you WANT TO w IN 


SOME FELLOW'S HEART~ 


“me PALMOLIVE 











PLAN iS THE 
WAY TO Start 
Remember! Thirty-six doctors- leading ; 
skin specialists—tested the Palmolive 
Plan on 1285 women of all ages—from 
fifteen to fifty—with all types of skin. Dry! 
Oily! Normal! Young! Older! And 2 out 
of 3 won noticeable complexion improve- 
ment in 14 days. No matter what beauty 
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care they had used before. / ye 
; K FF For tub! For shower! Get the new, big, thrifty Bath Size 
DOCTORS PROVE PALMOLIVE’S BEAUTY RESULTS! oA Palmolive—enjoy Palmolive's soft, lovely lather all over! 





ITS THE OTHER WAY 1 
‘ROUND, RUTH! EV ery \ 
MAN AT THIS SO-CALLED j 
FROLIC IS WORKING 
HARD TO 
AVOIDME! 


ETHING'S REALLY NANCY, I THINK YOUR 
> RUTH! BUT I DENTIST COULD HELP. 
THINK WHAT BECAUSE I HAVE A HUNCH 
(Tis! ' YOUR WHOLE TROUBLE iS— 
} —'S BAD BREATH, 
HONEY ! 


COME ON, NANCY — 
JOIN THE FUN! NO 
SENSE COMING TO A DANCE 
AND HIDING OUT ON 
EveryBopy ! 
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I RECOMMEND COLGATE DENTAL 
CREAM ! FOR SCIENTIFIC TESTS 
PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF 
10 CASES, COLGATE’S 
INSTANTLY STOPS 
BAD BREATH THAT 
ORIGINATES IN THE 
MOUTH ! 


Lt cleans 
your breath while 
Wt clears your 

























RATING FOAM THAT GETS INTO THE 
BETWEEN TEETH — HELPS CLEAN 
OD PARTICLES— STOP STAGNANT 
VE THE CAUSE OF MUCH BAD 
OFT POLISHING AGENT 


EL THOROUGHLY, GENTLY, SAFELY! 
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Always use 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM 
after you eat 
and before every date! 
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AY WAS practical about such a variety of 
impractical things. The one really practical 
thing she meant to be practical about was 
getting married. 

Once, when she was tired enough to weep, 
she'd gone on a talking jag and explained the way she 
felt to Dr. Kent Savant. She was nursing one of his 
patients, and they’d dropped into the lunch room for 
a cup of coffee after an all-night vigil. 

“I’m glad we saved ’em both.” 

She stirred too much cream into her coffee. Stirred 
and stirred. “It’s a cute baby. Fat.” 

“And noisy.” Savant grinned wryly. 

“*My father died six months before I was born, and 
my mother six minutes after.” 

Kent Savant was never trite and there was no other 
way of answering Kay’s bald statement, so he kept 
silent. 


by Frances Emerson 


ltd 


CHATELAINE FOR JUNE 


“My inheritance consisted of 35 cents, a handmade 
layette, and red hair.” She set the coffee cup back 
into the saucer without tasting the steaming brew. 
“The layette was lovely.” 

Savant pushed the plate with the rolls toward her. 

“The hair isn’t too bad.” 

As if she hadn’t heard him she went on. 

“‘T decided to marry a millionaire when I was four 
years old so that my children would always have 
plenty of butter. I was so specific about the butter 
because I was standing with my face in the corner of 
the orphanage dining room, being punished for the 
crime of using two pats of the stuff for my bread.” 

She finally drank her coffee in one torrid gulp, then 
laughed shortly. 

“Tomorrow night we have East Lynn!” 


THE NEXT DAY, meeting him and remembering, 
she had been embarrassed until he looked at her so 
vaguely it was plain that 4 Continued on page 84 














Illustrated by Rex Woods. 














2 ZA 
Lax Lee cane 


The argument about the flowers 
was an old one. “My patients never 
lose a flower, and I never lose a 
patient,” she smiled at the doctor. 


Illustrated by Machtey 
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mportant Job 


If you ever had to choose between a glamourous 


By Laura Owen Miller 


HEN WORD leaked out that Kitty Reeves 

had resigned as women’s editor, an almost 

unparalleled hubbub swelled in the Clarion city 

room. Resignation theories were advanced by 

the dozen, gnawed to the bone and rejected as 
new ones made their succulent appearance. Was she 
crazy? Sick? How dared she do such a thing, and so 
suddenly? Why, she’d starve 

The climax was reached when Ike, the copy boy, 
reported having burst in the boss’ office with editorial 
proofs during the resignation and hearing Kitty reply: 
“Pick violets—’ to Mr. Norman’s bewildered ques- 
tion: “But what are you going to do?” At this choice 
morsel the city staff boomed: “Violets, Ike?” “What 
did she mean, pick violets?”’ ‘“‘What else did she say?” 
“‘What did he say then?” but Ike’s moment of limelight 
guttered with the bleak admission that the boss had 
sent him scuttling. Heads were thereupon shaken, 
eyes rolled heavenward, clues traced to no avail. 
Something monstrous, something mysterious had 
befallen Kitty, no doubt of it! Something unusual! 

But it hadn’t actually been an unusual day (the 
very usualness was the final horror) except for Charles 
Watson; only Thelma, the grateful, silent assistant 
whom Kitty recommended for her job, knew of 
Charles’ existence and no one at all at the Clarion 
knew of Kitty’s nest egg. 

Now three thousand dollars is all things to all 
people: a small-to-middling ball, a respectable square- 
cut diamond, a college education, an annual family 
budget, a fresh start in life. But until the day she 
impulsively quit her “important” job for another, of 
even greater importance, Kitty’s three thousand had 
been none of these things but a figure in a bankbook 
stamped: Katharine Reeves, Her Savings—a tangible 
tepid reminder of her late mother, whose worldly 
goods it had been. Privately, she referred to the 
money as my “When | Grow Too Old To Dream 
Fund” and, though advised by the bank to invest, 
she’d been leery of stock—look at Dad back in ’29 
and had opened the account where it sat, neither 
thinning nor fattening with the years. 


“Benjy!” She gave him a slightly 
disenchanted smile. “I didn’t hear 
you come in. And you know I hate to 
have people read over my shoulder!” 


eareer and the man you love ... then, surely, this is your story 


Therefore, on the morning of that controversial 
Tuesday on which Kitty was to resign, she woke from 
no dreams of fortune but from a nightmare—not big- 
league and interesting but a fuzzy business in which 
she had once more, frighteningly, lost her way. Eyes 
closed but awake, she could still hear the dream voices 
jeering: “You're 30... 30... 30...” and the 
silent word rang out like a woodchopper’s axe. One 
could stand growing older, she reflected dully, if life 
went forward! But lost and middle-aged! She had 
been for months—-the dream vowes knew it, hounding 
her unmercifully. 

At that she snorted a little, being of humorous 
bent, and opened her storm-grey eyes. Not middle- 
aged yet! Or was she? . . . a child dying at 12 bad 
been middle-aged at six, said her inner argumentative 
imp. But enough of this! Slithering from bed, Kitty 
blindly made for the kitchen to start coffee, groped 
for Delishies (“The Breakfast Of Winners”), returned 
to her bed alcove and half-heartedly flung open the 
closet door. Dress selection had come to an uninspired 
process for whatever she decided to wear was bound 
to be black! When you’d worked 10 years in a city 
room you stifled those yens for red, winter-white, 
pastels; yOu bought an occasional intemperate hat, 
marked-down, and called it a day— 


HER THOUGHT processes still gummed with uneasy 
sleep, she dressed, bestowed on the living*room a 
lick-and-promise cleaning—Benjy, who'd dropped 
in for a moment last night, had left a sea of ash 
answered the call of the coffee, gulped it, hectically 
spooned Delishies but not in the manner of a 
“Winner,” did her face, coiled her fair shimmering 
waist-long hair in a silky figure eight, dragged from 
the closet her Persian Paw coat, possible through 
Wiggam Bros. Put-A-Bit-Away Payment Plan and, 
arriving at the corner without observing the temper 
of the day—scudding clouds, vociferous trees, hint of 
spring lying bluely in the air—saw the waggish 
derriére of the seven-thirty bus disappear toward 
town, 

Ten minutes later, clambering aboard its successor, 
she spotted a newly vacated seat thus far unpounced 
upon by the muttering, swaying, sleepy, cross-faced 
horde and sank down. She had barely collected herself 
when a welcoming voice at her right said, fantastically: 
“Hello, Pretty-Kitty! This is Tess-Wess!” 

Kitty’s face lighted in recognition as she picked up 
the ritual greeting that she and Tess McKenna, née 
Hazen, had thought uproarious at 10. “Hi, Tess- 
Wess,” she returned, twinkling at the stocky, merry- 


eyed woman who had the air of being tossed together 
like a salad. “‘ How's Gorgeous-Georgus?” 

“Hideous-Wideous!—and Porky-Worky?” This 
could go on forever. “Oh, Kitty, how simply swell to 
see you!” said-Tess warmly. “Harry and I were 
talking about you only the other day and saying 
what a shame it is we never get together. Honestly, in 
a town this size and living only six blocks apart—” 

Kitty interrupted quickly with: “‘] know, darling!” 
and changed the subject. “But what on earth are 
you doing on a bus at this outlandish hour? I always 
think of you as bedded down till noon.” 

“Me?” On a rising inflection came the reply. “Not 
with a house to look after and this to get off to 
school—” Tess indicated the sturdy little girl, whom 
Kitty noticed now for the first time, seated beside her. 
“Poor Janey fell and chipped a front tooth this 
morning. I called Dr. Rybolt and he said to meet him 
right away at his office. Harry has the car out of town, 
so...” She turned to the child. “Say hello to your 
Aunt Kitty, Janey.” 

The child regarded her mother sombrely. ‘‘ Who,” 
she enquired with gap-toothed innocence, “is my 
Aunt Kitty?” 

A formidable pause, which Tess smoothed over with 
a flurried: “Of course, we don’t see you often, 
Kitty—” followed this bombshell. ‘‘ And—and—” she 
went on lamely, “well, the last time you were out 
must have been last summer when Janey was at camp 
or—or she'd gone to bed or—and they’re not very good 
at remembering, you know—” Tess’s bright eyes 
pleaded for understanding—‘‘unless people are 
constantly underfoot!” 

Kitty achieved her think-nothing-of-it smile and 
leaned forward in an excess of animation, murmuring: 
““How she’s grown... how much she looks like 
Harry!” observations which Janey received coolly. 

The moment safely past, Tess settled back and said: 
“*Now tell me all about yourself, dear. What are you 
doing for fun? How’s that attractive guy of yours?— 
the sports editor. And are you doing any writing?” 

Ignoring the first two questions, Kitty replied 
silkily: “Only eight or 10 hours a day—” to the last. 
She loathed being reminded of erstwhile, unfulfilled 
fiction-writing ambitions and, being honest, secretly 
knew the resentment stemmed from frustration. “It 
keeps me out of the poolrooms,” she added flippantly. 

Tess looked remotely hurt. “Of course, I read your 
Kit-Chat column every night. It’s darling. I only 
meant . . . but how is—Benjy’s his name, isn’t it?” 
she tried again, fumbling gallantly through the mire 
of years, the disparity + Continued on page 38 
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You can Build Success trom 


FAILURE 





‘ig ONE can succeed all the time. Failures come 

to all of us. It is disturbing to fail in anything, 
but it can be a valuable experience. It all 

48 depends on how we take it and what we do 
about it. 

Ou society has put a high premium on success. 
Children are taught that the most important thing 
in life is to win, whether it is in arithmetic or hockey, 
manners or the size of the family car. Failure is a 
greater disgrace than sin. Success is the goal and 
failure is something to be ashamed of. Whether we 
agree with this or not (and many of us do not) it is a 
very prominent characteristic of the world in which 
we live. But failure is inevitable for many, since all 
cannot succeed. In many cases for one to win, a 
number must fail. And in some cases failure is even 
desirable—a valuable experience for the individual. 

For many women there are three kinds of failure to 
be met—failure of their children, failure by their 
husband and their own failures. We'll take a look at 
each of these and try to find some practical suggestions 
that may help. 


When Your Child Fails 


Most parents do one of two things when their 
children fail at anything. They either rush in to try 
to protect their offspring from the results of his 
failure, or else they jump on the child like a ton of 
bricks and blame him for his failure; making it clear 
to him that he is in disgrace, and that he has brought 
disgrace on the family. Rarely do parents help the 
child to deal intelligently with his failures. Let us 
look at some examples. 

Here is a little toddler. He is trying to pile some 
blocks to make a house. He fails. Father, a little 
impatient, says, “Let me show you how.” Then father 
proceeds to construct an elaborate house—a house 
that is obviously beyond the present ability of the 
child to build. So the child loses interest in blocks and 
building. He has been shown that he is‘a failure, but 
not how to use failure to learn. This same child is 
struggling with his shoe laces and mother takes over 
with “‘Let me do this for you.”” The child learns that 
this is another of those things he can’t do very well, 
and he gives up for the time being. Thus in little things 
we teach the child to give up, to feel inadequate and 
to depend on others to do things for him. 

And here’s the child at school. He soon learns that 
the unpardonable sin of the school is failure. An 
artificial standard of success is set up and the child 
discovers that whether the standard is possible of 
achievement or not he must meet it or he is disgraced. 
For failure is a disgrace—something calling for blame 


By KARL 8S. BERNHARDT, Ph.D. 


Psychology Department, University of Toronto 
Asst. Director, Institute of Child Study, University of Toronto. 


and punishment. To those who succeed go praise and 
acclaim, and sometimes bicycles and wrist watches. 
But to those who fail, nothing but disgrace and shame. 
It is no wonder then, that many children learn to hide 
at all costs any sign of failure and to cheat and 
deceive to avoid failing. 

At this time of year many hundreds of school 
children will taste the bitterness of failure. And many 
parents will be puzzled and worried as to what to do 
about it. There are various kinds of academic failure. 
There is failure to be promoted to the next grade. And 
there is failure to come first in the class or obtain 
honors. But no matter what the failure, the import- 
ant question for the parent is what to do about i. 

What to do depends on the cause of the failure. For 
the only adequate method of dealing with failure is to 
know first what caused it and to deal with this cause. 
There are two main reasons why children fail in 
school. The first of these is that the work has been too 
difficult for the child—beyond his level of ability to 
accomplish. It is a well-known fact that children 
differ greatly in scholastic ability. To some children 
the school curriculum is easy, and success does not 
require much effort; while to others the curriculum is 
very difficult and in some cases quite impossible. But 
this fact is often forgotten or deliberately set aside 
and the child is blamed for failing in some course for 
which he does not possess the necessary level of ability. 
When the child’s failure at school is the result of a 
kind of ability that is unsuited to the course, it is the 
part of wisdom for the parent to consider the possibili- 
ties in other kinds of courses. There are quite a few 
boys and girls struggling with a general academic 
curriculum at high school who are doomed to failure 
in it. These young people might be able to do very 
well in a technical or commercial course for which 
their abilities provide adequate equipment. Most 
modern schools have facilities for educational guid- 
ance based on reliable appraisal of the child’s abilities 
and aptitudes. Parents would do well to make full use 
of such facilities. 

The other main cause of failure in school is insuffi- 
cient intelligent effort. And there are many reasons 
why children do not put ferth sufficient effort. If the 
parent is to deal intelligently with the child’s failure 
at school he must find out why the child does not work 
hard enough. It may be that he has lost interest in 
school and school work, and again we must look 
further to find the reason for this. The child may have 


developed an active hate for school and the teacher. 
Many teachers provide plenty of reason for such an 
active dislike. But the important thing is that the 
child has acquired this dislike and now what can be 
done about it. Sometimes it is a matter of enlisting 
the co-operation of the teacher and developing a 
program which helps the child to find pleasure and 
security in the school. Sometimes the child’s failure is 
the result of some disability in a “tool” subject such 
as reading or basic arithmetic. If so he needs help to 
overcome this disability. Or he may have failed t 
learn how to concentrate, or how to attack his work. 
These are merely examples of reasons for school 
failure, and there are many more. The point to keep 
in mind is that there is always a reason for failure and 
it is necessary to find that reason and deal with it if the 
child is to be helped. 

When your child fails it isn’t sympathy or punish- 
ment he needs, but understanding. It isn’t a matter of 
softening the blow or emphasizing it, but rather 
accepting it as a challenge to discover how to improve 
and learn. The child needs help to face failure intelli- 
gently. His tendency will be to try to rationalize the 
failure—to blame it on someone else or shrug it off as 
trivial; or to develop a feeling of persecution, or of 
inadequacy and inferiority. But he can be helped if 
his parents deal with it unemotionally and intelli- 
gently and not as a major calamity and family 
disgrace. 


When Your Husband Fails 


One of the most difficult but challenging and import- 
ant situations for a wife to meet is that in which the 
man of the house fails in anything. He may fail in 
business or lose his job, or miss out on a promotion. It 
might be either a large or a small failure. He may not 
make a sale, or he may fail to complete a task on time. 
There are many kinds and degrees of failure. But when 
a man fails or thinks he has failed, and comes home 
beaten and discouraged, what is the wife’s role? Will 
he meet biting words of reproach? Sympathy? Pity? 
Happy is the man who finds in his wife understanding 
and help, and neither blame nor pity. What kind of 
help does he need? Usually help to put the failure 
into perspective. He may feel that his failure is so 
great that life is hardly worth living. But what he 
needs to see is that failure need never be final—that it is 
only an incident and sometimes not a very important 
incident either. He needs help sometimes to see that 
there are dividends in failure—that there is much 
to be learned from it. A man should not be kicked 
when he’s down; neither should he be picked up and 
comforted like a baby. He # Continued on page 62 
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| Renounced 


ECOMING a mother, even more than becoming a wife, changes the 
outlook and sometimes even the entire way of life of a woman. 
This ts true of most women, but certainly so of Mrs. Douglas Hyde 
of Wimbledon, England. Because of her children, and entirely 
because of them, she turned from the precepts of Moscow back to the 
Christian faith and the democratic way of life. Although, in retrospect, 
it might almost be said that while her feet were hesitantly on the way to 
Moscow, she had never ceased to look over her shoulder toward a creed 
far different from that propounded by the pundits of the Kremlin. 
The recent news of her husband’s conversion from Communism to the 
Roman Catholic faith, hit headlines, radio, newsreels with a peculiar 


significance at the time when it would be best understood and best appre- 
ciated—the Russians had taken over Czechoslovakia; the British Labor 
Government had taken steps to deal with the rising Communist menace 
at home. 

Mr. Hyde’s conversion made news because he held, until recently, 
the position of News Editor of Britain’s Communist organ, the Daily 
Worker. He told reporters that “the movement for which | had fought 
and worked so long was destroying those very freedoms and decencies for 
which it claimed to be fighting . . . my growing disillusionment led me to 
seek some other answer. . . ” 

But what of Mrs. Hyde? Her whole romance and marriage had taken 
place within the confines of the party to which both had been dedicated. 
She had met Douglas Hyde when they were young, earnest workers for 
the movement. They had married the year he became associated with the 
London Daily Worker as chief subeditor; and throughout the eight years 
of their marriage (and birth of their two children) both had been actively 
associated with the Communist newspaper—and the Party. She as 
secretary in the Feature Department while he held, latterly, the pagt of 
News Editor. Perhaps her story is the more unusual just because she is 
not an unusual person. She is such as you would meet in almost any of the 
ordinary homes of London today. She is a typical suburban housewife 
of 35, living on the outskirts of the city, in a low-rental, semibasement flat. 

She knows the problems of keeping house, the weary queueing for 
daily rations, tribulations and joys of raising 5'%-year-old daughter, 
Rowena, and nine-month-old son, Jocelyn. 

Perhaps her conversion can be regarded as of far deeper significance 
than that of her husband. He has been a professional exponent of a creed. 
She is a woman in direct contact with life as it must be lived on its often 
weary day-to-day basis: she is permitted no flights of idealism without the 
counterbalance of reality. 

She must change, as an honest woman, an earnest wife and mother, 
not only her creed and politics; but her own and her family’s way of life, 
their friends, their business and social associations, their education, and, 
most deeply rooted of all elements in a woman’s philosophy—their faith. 


TEN YEARS ago, Carol Hyde told me, she encountered, almost by 
accident, a few stirring pamphlets and red-backed books; an@was drawn 
by a lively youthful curiosity to meetings where she met long-haired 
young men and short-haired young women whose intellectual arrogance 
was far greater than their practical experience. 

She, as a thinking young woman, was understandably attracted to 
certain aspects of the creed which they offered. The events of her time were 
hard to reconcile with traditional interpretations of life and society. Mass 
unemployment, and the paradox of starvation in the midst of plenty, could 
not leave a conscientious and naturally sympathetic girl unaffected. 

The nature of paradox, however, was just the thing to provide her, 
some years later, with a very different and, to her, a much more satisfying 
answer, when she turned for guidance to that great master of paradox 
and valiant protagonist of faith, G. K. Chesterton. But for the moment 
she accepted the superficial analysis of life and the world’s ills, provided 
by the book-club pamphleteers and street-corner orators preaching class 
war and universal hate. 

It was not this latter element which appealed to Carol Hyde, for as 
she says she now clearly realizes, she was looking for something with a mor 
positive content, and in particular, a creed founded upon love. Thi: 
indeed, is something in which she has never really ceased to believe, an 
she now sees that her conversion was only a question of formally rejectin 
doctrines which she had never truly accepted. 

She had been brought up to believe in God, the Church and the King 
but her new library lists and new friends denied all that, telling her tha 
Communism was the “salvation of the world,” and producing what were 
to her, irrefutable arguments to prove it. 

Carol thought that the world needed saving, so she joined the Party 
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Fd 
» “At first,” she says, “I was quite an active member. By that I mean q ee @ 7 ge y sim 
they gave me lots of little jobs to do door-to-door canvassing, and selling Because of —s bildren. Communi 
the Daily Worker at street corners. I have never actually converted is a power philosophy. Motherhood needs 
anybody myself. | don’t think I’m the converting type.” 
“In 1940 Carol was married. Her husband was = active Communist no philosophy. It is love and sacrifice.” 
and took that year a senior position on “the people’s paper,” where 
Mrs. Hyde later worked as a secretary in the Feature Department. 
i The couple held Party meetings in their own home, and together they 
studied Communist literature. ““Beea use of mv need for faith. I 
$ But it was not long before Mrs. Hyde was faced with a reality instead m 
i of a set of arid abstractions; a reality in the form of her baby daughter, wanted my family to havea religious baeck- 
= Rowena. “And it wasn’t rhetoric Rowena needed,” says Mrs. Hyde pithily. . 
: ground. That was impossible while I was a 
= ALTHOUGH SHE did not then admit it even to herself, this was when " 
é Mrs. Hyde first began to see the “salvation of the world” not as a question Communist.” 
of mere belief in doctrine, but characteristically as a mother, a question of 
service and sacrilice. 
“| realized then,” she says, “that Communism is a power philosophy. q 
Motherhood needs no philosophy, it is love and sacrifice. I was still calling “Beeause [| am a2 woman. wife and 
myself a Communist, but I began to think seriously about the future of 
my child. As she grew up, I felt she was being denied part of her back- mother—not a pseudo-masculine cog in a 
ground a religious background- and | wondered if | had been right.” 
By the time Rowena had started school at a local Communist-run party machine.” 






kindergarten, Mrs. Hyde’s doubts in Communism had grown so strong 






that she courageously decided to face her husband with them. It was a 
dramatic moment for them both to find that for similar reasons they had 






both been thinking along the same lines. Instead of the conflict she had 






secretly dreaded, Mrs. Hyde was now able to discuss with her husband the 


problem of “If not Communism— what?” e a & 


“Little by little,” she says, “we arrived at the same answer. We 







admitted now that the god of the Communists was really Russia, and while 





that might be all right for the Russians—it wasn’t England's cup of tea. 
We read a different kind of literature, Chesterton, Hilaire Belloc, and 
developed a latent interest in all things medieval. Finally, a few months 






ago my husband, and I began to believe that the Church (in our case the 














! Roman Catholic Church) was the only answer to our question, and What does it mean to a woman to be 
indeed all questions.” 
{ The first definite step in their changed way of life took place in January a Communist? To have the ereed of 
> when the two children were baptized. Other changes have followed since. 
Mr. and Mrs. Hyde are undergoing instruction and hope to be accepted the Kremlin permeate home, school, every 
) into the Church. Mr. Hyde no longer goes to his desk at the Daily Worket 
. oflice, he now types articles at home for the Catholic Herald. Rowena family relationship? 
; started a new school life at a nearby convent in April, and has enthusi- 
| astically accepted the idea of Christianity from the children’s religious 
books her mother reads to her. Sundays the whole family attend church, Chatelaine believes this personal story of 
“As I saw Communism creeping over Europe toward England,” Mrs. 3 “4 
: Hyde says, “the hypocrisy and utter futility of its specious and material- Mrs. Douglas livde. wife of the former Editor 
istic doctrine were brought home to me, I accepted with relief my role of 
wife and mother. I see also that the Christian faith provides a complete, of Britain’s Communist newspaper. to he 






competent and lasting answer to all problems, and I realize fully the 
relevance of the Chestertonian distributive theory— ‘We believe in private 






vitally important reading for every woman 







property for the people who haven't got any.’ in Canada—a weapon im the war of ideas 
i “There is one thing | must say, which perhaps will illustrate the : 5 
| complete contrast in my life—five years ago and today. These things that threatens our civilization. 






cannot easily be put into words, but five years ago, even though | was 






nominally a Communist, | never felt particularly proud of the fact, and 






© never eager to proclaim my so-called faith, but today I feel I have a real 
purpose and direction, even if it is as simple as going humbly to the church 
around the corner. 


— “Ican take the children with me too, and after all they are the primary \s told { J di il le fl 
® reason why I am there. Life has a new beauty and significance for me. | i 0 0 l ) dll 
am a woman, wife and mother now—not a pseudo-masculine cog in a 

party machine.” # 
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For Richer, 100 


BY ELSIE TAYE 


BBY FACED a dateless week end with courage. She was gettin 
old and must not crave the giddy pastimes of her youth. Once she 


had had more dates than there was time for, but that was when she 
4 was younger, before her brain had begun to show. 


She found a reasonably safe piace in the shade of the boathouse 


and threw her cushion on the rickety dock. Lying flat, her head on the 


cushion, she planned to consider what kind of a job she would look for 
in the tali. 

It was June and two weeks ago she had graduated cum laude—a point 
when applying for a job but otherwise a mistake, perhaps. 

The early heat was oppressive and there was a soothing smell of old 
wet wood from the boathouse. Abby’s senses melted and swam together 
in a delicious stupor. 

Someone kissed her square on the mouth. That would be Cyril. Cyril 
Hapgood could afford a girl with brains. He could afford anything. 
They had been kissing friends for over a year and there were no others 
at the moment. 

“You look terrible without lipstick,” said Cyril. “But you taste fine.” 

Good. He was in one of his lighter moods. 

“Hello.” Abby opened her eyes and sat up. “I thought you were on 
your way to the coast.” 

“| postponed it. Gee, that thing’s falling right off you.” 

“Well, don’t look then,” she said practically and pulled up her 
shoulder strap. “Why?” 

“For one thing it looks as though it might be more or less permanent. 
The west coast office isn’t pulling its weight and dad wants me to tak« 
over. So,” Cyril smiled at her, “I thought I’d see about you and me.” 

“Oh,” said Abby. She looked up at him with sleep-dazzled lavender 
eyes and then out at the glassy lake. She wanted to yawn, realized it 
would look rude, and swallowed instead. Cyril was nothing to yawn 
about. 

Of medium height he was handsome in a square-faced way, his black 
curly hair already, at 27, thinning at the temples. Also he was healthy 
and intelligent with a heavy sense of responsibility. Abby was 22, and 
getting no younger, and—almost anyone would say—not likely to 
snag a better chance than Cyril Hapgood. But she would not be rushed. 

““You’ve had almost a year to make up your mind,” said Cyril, “and 
I thought this would help you decide.” 

As though it might contain handcuffs Abby gingerly took the little 
white box, opened it and caught her breath. “‘Why,” she said, and her 
hair swept forward like a gilt veil as she bent to it, “it’s like a little !oke. 
You can look de ep dec p into es 


She wanted to yawn, realized 
it would look rude, and swal- 
lowed instead. Cyril was 
nothing to yawn about. 


“It cost about as much as a lake,” said Cyril. “Good sapphires are 
expensive.” 

“Now Cyril, you’re not going to start talking about your money, are 
you?” 

“Yes, 1am. You like me—you've told me there isn’t anyone you like 
any better—which is good enough for me—” 

“But—” 

“For the present. You’re a smart girl, Abby—’ 


“Thank—” 


and you must realize money is important, one of the most 
important things in this world. We have a great deal—more than I like 
to think of sometimes 

“Have you?” She looked up brightly. 

His laugh was impatient, “The exact amount doesn’t matter. But I 
want you to understand that things would be—well—different for you.” 

“Tell me,” said Abby. She had slipped the ring on her finger and was 
holding it away from her where it seemed to splinter in the sun. She 
spread her hand elegantly on her lovely chest and looked up at him. His 
eyes were wandering from the boathouse up the rickety dock to the 
small white cottage which needed a coat of paint. Two cowhide bags 
stood on the porch steps. Abby began to get mad. 

“Your mother,” said Cyril quickly, seeing her face, “said I could come 
any time. But if it isn’t convenient 

“Oh, quite convenient.” Sometimes she felt sorry for Cyril. And her 
mother would be pleased. Pleased and nervous. Her mother adored 
Cyril and was terribly impressed by him. 

“Look, darling,” said Cyril, “the thing is you’d never have anything 


How much?” 


to worry about 

“Worry,” said Abby. She slid the ring off and put it in its box. 
“Sometimes I think I don’t worry enough. Everyone should have some- 
thing to worry about.” She handed him the box. 

Cyril turned pale. “‘No, no,” said Abby, standing up. “It’s not for 
keeps. But you take care of it until—we decide.” 

“| have decided.” He stared at the square white box in his hand. Oh, 
dear, she was feeling sorry for him again. ‘‘But | don’t know how to 
persuade you, Abby. I don’t know what you expect from marriage. 
You must know I’d do everything possible to make you happy. And | 
wish you'd realize that absolute security is a pretty fine thing to have.” 

‘The best thing in the world.” * Continued on page 6; 





Which would she take, jewels or strawberries? 


Abby never doubted her choice. After all, she 
was the brainy type... smart enough to know 


all that glitters could be gold 
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wuvwree They Bart 


It’s pay-as-you-go for thousands of Canadian students who 


are buying their education with toil, sweat and talent 


WAS nay 


eyed University of Toronto co-ed who had 


ng lunch with a blond, clear- 


just finished her last essay for 


the college 


V It i 

year. ivacious and sultry in a very 

20-year-old wav, Sheila looked destined for 
‘ 


a long hot summer at a resort beach sparkling 


with heavy romance, orchid nylons and 





ered a slice of bread briskly 
“Certainly,” her voice was direct. “I’ve signed 
up to tour the prairies tn a church var 

T he answer jolted me, Dut th it was because 
I hadn’t talked much lately to the high school- 
through-university part of young Canada. 


7 


Church vans are lumbering, highly mechan- 
ized gear, and Shetla’s joD 1s to drive one 
through dusty, mud-rutted roads in north- 
western Canada. The solid fact that she wants 
to do it is typical of thousands of youngsters 
across the country who mean to make either a 
financial or travelwise contribution toward 
their educational meat. Any statistical survey 
is pure guesswork—- but a spokesman at the 
University of Toronto hazarded the estimate 
that probably 65 to 75% of the women under- 
yraduates today have to work to stay in 
college. Add to this an undefined hunger 
for independence—many youngsters are a 
little ashamed if they’ve done nothing all 
summer long—and you get a busy, training 
population of young fry. 

W hat the V do is practi il. Bovs or irle w he 


are able to get board and room at home can 
ik their summer jobs to prov ide fees and 
ing for the subsequent college year. Others 
make a sizeable contribution. How they do 
it is ofter plenty bizarre. 

Generally speaking, working stude nts are 
Canadian and American phenomena. No 
Furopean student could give you the gen on 
¢ type of jobs involved. At one Canadian 
iniversity recently a D.P. from Munich 
reported that he had never worked at all 
he fact that he held a Europe an degree 
in chemical engineering. 

Your North Americans work for motley 
reasons, one of which s to seal the gap between 
ness and professions on the one hand and 
universities on the other. “Any experience?” 
potential employers snarl gruflly— and more 
and more the youngsters’ responses are becom- 


self-assured and promising, stre ngthened 


xv contidence picked up in hosts of jobs. 


Part of the reason students work today is 
because they have to~ the soaring cost of 
makes such dire threats. At Queen's 
| ersity, Kingston, for instance, fees have 
doubled. Twenty years ago in a readjustment 
‘the roaring ’twenties” saw prices 
on c upswing, the Arts’ stude nt paid a mere 


$70 annual tuition fee. Now he pays $150. 
Science cost $130-——now it ts $225; medical 
fees zoomed from $125 to $200; all this along 
with health insurance, athletic fees, and dues 
to faculty societies. The average amount of 


money now needed for a year at a university in 


Favorite co-ed job of summer resort waitress is among those held 
by pretty arts student Joy Winch. She has also been a secretary, 
hospital worker, way-bill sorter in railway freight yard, dentc 


assistant, farmerette and 


successful magazine cover mode 
















































Canada, although fees vary greatly, is esti- 
mated at $600 if the student lives at home, 
and $1,100 if he’s boarding. In the 30’s out-of- 
town students could manage on under $500 
for everything. 

Meals——if one eats out—start at 50 cents, 
plus beverage. The old between-lectures 
standby—coffee and toast—-costs two bits 
now instead of a dime. Among the essentials, 
textbuoks are up from 10 to 25%. In 1927, a 
man could be outfitted pretty completely for 
$100. Today a ready-made suit with one pait 
of trousers costs about $50, and $100 will just 
about buy a suit of tails. 

Some frills belong to the educational process. 
Twenty years ago, the undergrad took his 
flapper to an after-the-game tea dance for 
75 cents or to a nifty formal for two dollars 
flat. Today, two dollars wouldn’t buy her a 
decent corsage. If a man has neither tux nor 
tails it costs him five dollars to rent them. 
Taxi rates are up. Extra food or drink is 
then added to the five-dollar entrance ticket. In 
larger cities the average college man escorting 
his date to a formal says he needs to make a 
$15 hole in his wallet to feel safe. 

When the college crowd moves off Campus 
at the end of the spring term, a whole new 
arm of industry starts swinging. Under- 
graduates scatter, like jacks, across each 
province, settling everywhere from the hot 
urban centres into the bush country, and on 
up to the last mining frontier. Many ply their 
chosen profession or trade--when they can 






Hired man, floor polisher, common laborer, clothing salesman, 
jletter sorter Lloyd McDougall has earned everything but board and 


As They Learn 


Chatelaine-on-the-Job checks our undergrad force that 


can take on anything from waiting table to digging ditches 


get it for the right wage—but all shy off from 
hard-and-fast yardsticks and, come June or 
July, you'll see them getting flat feet carrying 
trays in summer hotels up in Muskoka and 
sore knees digging clams out of the sandy 
Vancouver beaches. 

They’re like an army of ants. This year, 
the University of Toronto—the Dominion’s 
largest—has 17,000 students enrolled—highest 
number in its history and all the other colleges 
are full. “Standing Room Only” is a common- 
place in Canadian lecture rooms. These under- 
graduates want summertime jobs but, 
according to authorities at Students’ Adminis- 
trative Council employment services, jobs are 
harder to get this year. Girls, by the way, are 
finding the war record of Canadian women 
their biggest asset. 

Some youngsters ride solely on initiative, 
top grade. These are the bright young men 
and personable young women who start look- 
ing for summer work right after the Christmas 
exams, and line up either high-salaried occupa- 
tions or freak jobs that call for original flair. 
Last year a western Ontario girl went north 
as a sort of glorified secretary to a wealthy 
woman writer. This year an energetic young 
arts student has wangled a job on a tramp 
steamer which will take him through the 
Mediterranean—others find a working passage 
heading south. These are the sort of people 
you'll probably find cub-reporting, working in 
bureaus for the Canadian Press, doing a 
practical stint for 4 Continued on page 91 


jroom in three years at College. (Many students, like Joy, must 
provide for that, too:) Feels his experience will be helpful later. 
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Five-Minute Cake 

14 cups sifted cake flour 1 egg, unbeaten 
34 cup granulated sugar \ cup milk 
4 cup high-grade vege- 4 teaspoon vanilla 

table shortening 4 teaspoon lemon 
4 teaspoon salt extract 
lg cup milk \y teaspoon almond 
2\% teaspoons baking extract 

powder 


PREPARATION: Have all ingredients at room temperature. 
Grease an 8 x 8 x 2-inch cake pan or 2 layer cake pans (8-inch). 
Line bottom with greased waxed paper. 

Preheat oven to 350 degrees F. 


METHOD: Sift flour, then measure into mixing bowl. Add sugar, 
shortening, salt and the 4g cup milk. Measure baking powder 
onto piece of waxed paper or into small custard cup. In another 
bowl put egg (unbeaten), the 44 cup milk and flavorings. Stir 
contents of first bowl vigorously (by hand or with clectric mixer 
at medium speed) for 2 minutes exactly. Then sprinkle baking 
powder over batter and stir just until blended in. Add contents of 
second bowl (egg, milk and flavorings). Stir just to break the egg 
yolk, then blend (by handor.with electric mixer at medium speed) 
for 2 minutes exactly. Pour into prepared pan or pans. Bake on 
centre rack in middle of oven at 350 degrees F.—35 to 40 minutes 
for square cake, 20 to 25 minutes for layer cakes. 


# Continued on page 53 













LTHOUGH MARCIA RAND could barely 
remember her own mother, she would have told 

| you in complete honesty that she had never 
missed her since her marriage, for she had had 
yearly access to her mother-in-law. Marcia Rand 
didn’t like jokes about mothers-in-law; neither did she 
like to hear her friends complain about their husbands’ 
mothers or relegate them into the classification of 
necessary nuisances. Because of old Mrs. Rand, they 
were all touched with a silvered wand to Marcia, and 
she wondered at the obtuseness of the carping women 





she knew. She loved Mrs. Rand tenderly and deeply 


as she had never loved anything else in the world, and 
the one great fear that had come to her recently lay in 
the thought that in divorcing Horace, she would lose 
his mother too. And that would be inevitable, she 
surmised; mothers had a way of giving loyalty to sons, 
even though they were sons like Horace. 

What was it about afi old woman’s bent shoulders 
that was so hurt, so pitiful? What was it about a little 
old lady looking eagerly at a dress that might be hers, 
feeling the material with arthritic, trembling fingers, 





A wife can offer too 
much ... Marcia’s husband 
knew... so did the “other” 
man. But it took her mother- 


in-law to put it into words 


By Frances Ensign Greene 


Illustrated by Ted McCormick. 


She could do anything she liked to 
Horace through his mother... but 
he wouldn’t be there to know. 


her little face beaming, her silver head shaking ever s 
slightly with the hint of a nervous palsy? What was 

that made you want to cry stlently, without tears? Dea 
lord, Marcia thought, supposing she were to say, “I’n 
sorry, mother. You can’t have this dress that yo 
think is so pretty. It costs too much, since I’m payin 
the bill. You are old and can do with somethin; 
cheaper.” Because this was farthest from her inter 
tions and the worst thing she could think of, Marci 
thought of it, perversely, torturing herself. Would th 
old face crumple with the light dying out of it, hurt a 


Wand 


a hurt chiid? Horace wasn’t there. He’d never know 
how she had struck at his mother whom he loved—if 
he loved anything. She could do anything she liked to 
Horace, through his mother, and he wouldn’t be there 
to know... 

One had to stop somewhere. While she wondered if 
she were losing her mind, the great compassion came 
welling in, filling her heart, spilling over, so that her 
veins felt it; she put out her hand to touch the old 
bent shoulder, because she hadn’t meant the things she 
had let her mind think, hadn’t meant them at all. 
“You like this, don’t you, mother? Then by all means 
let’s take it.”” She smiled down at the little figure in 
the striped satin chair. ‘Now let’s get another one. 
Not black this time, but something in your color. 
Something a little less—sophisticated.”” She laughed, 
caught in her own embarrassment, and turned to 
the salesgirl. “Mrs. Rand likes lavender. Let’s see 
what you have, please.” 

The clerk went out to the stockroom and took some 
dresses from a rack. Folding them over her arm, she 
spoke to another girl who was taking a few desperat« 
drags from a cigarette at the open window. “I’ve got 
Mrs. Rand out there, Mrs. La-de-da Rand, of the 
Clifton Heights set, if you please. I swear to heaven | 
don’t understand it. She comes in here herself and 
nothing suits her; she comes in with the old lady and 
she’s nice as pie, like a different person. I tell you I 
don’t get rt.” 

She came back into the salon in time to hear the old 
lady say, “But, Marcey, I don’t really need another 
dress. You're spoiling me!” 

“*Here you are, madam,” the salesgirl began crisply. 
“These are all the lavenders we have in stock. They’ ve 
just come in, and J--—well, I-—’’ Looking down at the 
little old face with the sweet delight spreading all over 
it, she swallowed, caught Mrs. Horace Rand’s eye, and 
Mrs. Rand winked at her, let her share the simplicity 
of the little old lady for just a minute. It was like 
smiling together over the antics of a child they both 
thought was cute, and it didn’t make sense, but it 
was—nice. 

“This is the one you like, isn’t it, mother? Oh now, 
stop looking at the price tag!” Marcia chided gently. 
“‘Priee has nothing to do with liking, has it? This one 
was made for you—your brooch will look beautiful on 
it, darling, and you know it!” 

“My brooch? I hadn’t thought-—but yes, it will, 
won't it? But oh, Marcey, Marcey, you ought to be 
spanked doing this for me! A hat, and shoes, and 
rubbers, and now two dresses. I had a good black 
dress, but I was saving it to be laid out in 

“* Motber!”’ 

The fading biue eyes danced with mischief. “‘ Well, 
I was, but maybe I'll hold on a while longer. You give 
me kind of a new lease on life, you and Horace . . 
not that Clara isn’t good too, you know, but sometimes 
things get sort of crowded and complicated down at 
Clara’s. I guess she should have had this extra dress 
instead of me, Marcey. Clara doesn’t have too much.” 

“IT know. We'll get her something for you to take 
back, mother. Horace won’t have to know anything 
about it.”” The clerk stood at a discreet distance with 
her pad and pencil ready. Marcia said, ‘Charge these 
things to my account, and send them, will you? And 
thank you for being so helpful. We'll want you to wait 
on us next time we come.” 






Horace was a well-preserved 
forty-two. Whoever would sup- 
pose a younger man would 


call him “the old boy’? 


**Why, thank you very much, Mrs. Rand. It’s been 
a pleasure. The name is Boggs. Just ask for Boggs, 
that’s all. Good-by, Mrs. Rand. Good-by, madam,” 

““Good-by, dear. You're a nice girl.”” On the way to 
the elevator, Horace’s mother clutched tightly to 
Marcia’s arm and giggled. “ Boggs called me ‘madam.’ 
I don’t think anyone ever called me ‘madam’ before. 
Oh, Marcey, | am having so much fun!” 

“‘Bless your heart, darling.” She pushed the down 
button, looked up at the indicator and saw with some 
annoyance that the car was still at the seventh floor. 
Oddly, the sudden brief happiness had flown. “* You 
must be hungry. We ought to go somewhere now 
before the crowds get too thick. Where would you 
like to go, mother? This is your day, so you make the 
decision.” 

There was no hesitancy as Mrs. Rand answered 
firmly, ““Then I'd like to go to the Silver Grille. You 
took me there last year when I was visiting, and I just 
loved it. It’s so pretty 

“The Silver Grille? You don’t mean the place here 
in the store? Oh, mother.”’ She had a vague memory 
of a typical department store tearoom with a silly little 
fountain in the middle of it, a gay delegation from the 
Sorosis Club, neat waitresses in blue aprons and caps, 
and infinitesimal sandwiches lying on willow ware 
plates. She smiled down into the little eager face. “ All 
right. We'll go to the Grille, if you like it so much. 
Here’s a car going up. . .” 

Already the elevators were crowding with harried 
women who snatched their parcels jealously to their 
bosoms and cast belligerent looks at everyone who 
entered. Mrs. Rand clung to Marcia’s arm, feeling 
very small and cared for with the tall stylish girl 
beside her. She looked at the other women in the car 
and felt her heart swell with pride. Nobody could hold 


Chatelaine, June, 1948 — 35 





David liked things that made 
him comfortable . . . that left 
his mind free from worry. 


a candle to Marcia, nobody in the whole store, and it 
was her opinion that nobody in the whole city could, 
either. Marcia had elegance. These women about her, 
for example, looked a little—well, messy—and their 
noses were shiny. Not Marcia’s. Marcey was beauti- 
ful and blond with wonderful bones in her face, and 
her make-up was just right—not too much to look 
painted as Clara sometimes did, but not too little 
either. She wanted to tell everybody in the car that 
this lovely woman they were all staring at was her 
daughter-in-law. And if Horace wasn’t proud to own 
a wife like this, he was a big fool, she told herself 
even if he was her own son, he was a big stupid fool. 

They stepped off onto soft carpeting and followed 
the sound of clinking dishes beyond an archway. Mrs. 
Rand stopped, drinking in the scene that was much to 
her taste. “‘Well, gracious,” she said to the world at 
large, “isn’t this the prettiest place!” 

The big room was done in silver leaf with mirrors 
on the walls, and in the centre there was a little 
fountain that made her think of pictures she’d seen of 
a garden in France where a queen gave parties. The 
fact that the bourgeoisie sat at little tables eating im 
the midst of this elegance didn’t lessen the regal atmos- 
phere of the place to Mrs. Rand. She told herself that 
she must make a careful note of everything so she 
could tell it in detail to her daughter Clara, who never 
got to visit any place or see anything. It was just too 
bad, she felt, that things being as they were, Clara 
could never come to visit Horace and Marcia and sec 
things like this Silver Grille. The feeling that existed 
between Horace and his sister was the fly in the amber 
of Mrs. Rand’s happiness, but she vowed firmly that 
she wouldn’t think of it today. She would put the old 
senseless quarrel right out of her mind, and keep it out. 
She was going to enjoy her lunch. 

An attractive young woman came up to them at 
once and showed them to a table against the wall, hold- 
ing out Mrs. Rand’s chair for her and pushing it in 
nicely after she’d sat down. She brought them two 
large menus with stamped forget-me-nots around the 
borders and laid them on the table, smiling brightly, 
and then she went away again. When Marcia slipped 
back her furs, the scent of violets welled up around 
them; she peeled off her long suede gloves. ‘This 
suit you all right, mother? Here, let me take your bag.” 

“Now this is fine, just fine,” Mrs. Rand said, 
beaming. “I can see everything that goes on from 
here. No, I'll just lay my bag in my lap, that’s all 
right, Marcey. Well, I'll tell you, we don’t have any- 
thing like this back home, Marcey.” 

Marcia smiled. She liked being cailed Marcey. She 
liked it very much. There was only one other person 
who called her by the little 4 Continued on page 74 
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(But dom’t let it fasten 
Your puss in a knot). 


To diners around you 
Pray, don’t make it clear 
That the season of 


Raspberry lovers is here. 


False Faces 


Bv Adele White Sealth and Beauty Editor 


We caught her unawares . . . that attractive 
smiling girl who is photographed above. That's how she 


appears when she sees herself in a mirror — but. my 
oh my. was she ever shocked to see candid camera shots 
of herself showing all her facial gyrations during the 
day! It’s a fine thing to have an expressive face. But 
not one fit for a clown. 


If you serew your face into knots when concentrating 
«.. if you chew your lip to shreds during an emotional 
tiz . . . if you throw your features all on the bias by 
leaning cheek on hand when you're in a pensive mood, 
it’s that old bugbear Bad Habit that’s to blame. 


Learn to check yourself each time you find you're 
making a monkey face. Remember . . . somebody's 
sure to be watching you nearly every minute of the day. 


To look like a Toughie . .. 
The friend of the Strangler 
Just pick up the art of 
The cigarette dangler. 


The hair-do divine; ankles 
trim ; 

Hubba hips 

Leave a gent quite un- 
moved 


If you chew on your lips! 


Add to your “don'ts” this 
Deplorable habit . . . 
The nose-twitching quirk 
Of a foraging rabbit. 





dhthoure WMuhrooms- —picked at their peak 
Swe Cuan —smooth and extra-heavy 


make thin Luywuy Soup 


You who have had this grand soup will need no 
urging to enjoy it often. But if by chance you’ve yet 
to taste Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom Soup—Lady, 
there’s a true delight in store for you! You'll revel 
in this gloriously smooth blend of choice cultivated 
mushrooms... rich, extra-heavy whipping cream... 
with tender mushroom pieces added for every plate. 
Let your family—and guests—have it frequently. 


A dairy maid, I milk the cows 


That home from pasture troop, 
: I send the cream to Campbeli’s 
Combllta., CREAM or MUSHROOM SOUP : ' 


For Cream of Mushroom Soup! 


LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 


CHICKEN & la KING 
can Campbell’. Crea 
CUP top milk or Ii an 


Mus > 
I cup diced hroom Soup 


ght cream 
n 


Pimento, cut in stri 
. cooked > 9 
f &reen pepper, cut 


0 a sauce 
cream, and 
£8 yolk, Mix 


Pan and stir well 
heat. Then add — 
in pi 








iy ‘ey NW. f The Very Important Joh 
e. : = 





WHO COULDN’T turn out meals fit for a king with 


such wonderful cooking utensils as these! With 
their gleaming finish and artistry of design, 
GSW stain-resisting enameled cooking utensils 
lend beauty to any kitchen. And because they 
are finished with three coats of enamel baked as 
hard as flint, they last and Jast. The brilliant, 
glass-like surface steadfastly resists the effects 
of acids and stains, and stays bright, clean and 
attractive Over many years. 

Choose your assortment at your GSW dealer’s. 
And make up your mind to have a complete set 
of GSW enameled cooking utensils. 


GENERAL STEEL WARES 


Wlakers off ee 


MCCLARY RANGES _ FURNACES - REFRIGERATORS 
AIR CONDITIONING UNITS 
GSW UTENSILS AND EQUIPMENT 





knowr n eact hers company as 
dren, adolescents and girls. “Harry 


yyy 
th rht he was so—so well-inilormed 


she add g 
Harry nad tf ight him insufferable, 
reflected K tty, and so had she on the 


thev’d spent with 


single painful eve g 

he McKennas. Benjy, who was given 
to labels, had later airily dismissed her 
old friends—Harry as “porch-swing 


‘incipient Hokin- 


son” and their gay warm chintzy little 


reactionary, Tess as 





d-bracket Arcadian with 
Bourgeo s Blue shutte Ss” 
“Yes, Ben v Howell. He’s fine,” Kitty 


replied now. “But we take in such tons 





games and matches and 





ngs he has 





, really 





t see anyone 


“Benjy’s great fun 
t | 


j 3 . } I - ” a . 
anc a Gariing, Dut relax Tess! glancing 


rather Getensively. 


t the other’s expectant face. ges 
probably shan’t ever marry him, darling. 
I see that Promoting Permanent Rela- 
tions Look of yours!” 

Tess smiled apologetically. “It’s just 


that Harry and I have been so happy, 


Kitty. I want that sort 


ot happine Ss for 


you, too. But | know what an interest- 
ng > you have 
Good ress, there s- 
n't a girl I know 
no Goesnt € V 
9 
you 


Balm to the 
wounds. But Kitty 


shruggea deprecat- 






y, thinking, dear 


n 
Fe 
Tess! If you could 


ust be a fly on the 
= 


child wanders 


+1 | ? rn tti 
ee eee. nee. eee And finds the gifts that Summer 
hour In vat ‘rim 
ee that gran squanders 
iittie office of mine. 

- ' The wild red 
Dear Tess, whom | 

gems; 


hardly know any 
more! She felt sud- 
denly sad, an incal- 
culable malaise that 
lately (how long was 
lately? a year? two 
or three years?) had 
lain like lead on her 
days and, returning 
her attention to Tess 
with something of 
an effort, asked: 
“*How’s Harry and the—uh 


knowing 


factory?” 
as one amc nding an OV ersight. 

“Oh, everything’s swell now the 
labor trouble’s patched up. And—but, 
oh, Kitty, I must tell you! 
” Tess beamed. “Harry—is 


Guess 
what! 
a novel!” 

Kitty’s first dazed reaction to this 
statement was the thought, Now I’ve 
heard everything! “Harry? A novel?” 
she echoed shrilly. 
What do you mean?” her disbelief 


writing 


“You're not serious! 


verging on rudeness. 

“I mean just what I said.” Tess’s 
round face colored with quick pride. 
““He’s always wanted to write a detec- 
tive story and he says you have time 
for anything if you want it enough. So 
he writes an hour every night before 
going to bed—no matter what!—and 
gets up an hour early. We're sure it’s 
going to be a best se ller,” she concluded 
simply. 

Kitty felt 
“Well! That's 
ful,” she said laboriously, and then, as 


rner of Oak- 


winded. 
that’s simply wonder- 


unaccountably 


the bus lurched to the c 


QUEST 


By PAULINE HAVARD 


Through the bright meadow the 


The daisies at the field's green hems. 
Time is a distant relative 
To a child who has his heart to give 


To a Summer day, and no one 


Where next his eager feet are going, 
Save that his quest is secret, dim, 


And Summer is in leaque with him! 


lawn and Jessup, rose hastily. She anc 
less parted in a flurry of see-you-soon 
each relieved, each knowing it mightn’ 
be soon but that the amenities of ancier 
friendship must at all costs be preservec 
Tess, looking strained, instructed Janx 
to “say good-by to Aunt Kitty,” whic 
the child duly did, savoring the nan 
like some new-flavored candy on who 

merits she had not yet quite decide 
and Kitty made her way to the Clari 

Building where, save for occupatior 

alarums and excursions, she spent ti 
davs, six a week, which constituted h 

life. Deep down inside she tucked t 

disquieting fact that Harry McKenna 
of all people, was writing a book, whil 
she . . . Don’t examine it! Don’t 
think about it! “*A best seller,’’ Tess 
had said. Why, it was merely—funny, 
she rationalized furiously. 

Entering the cubicle known as the 
‘women’s department,” giving off the 
city room, she let it be washed with light 
from a sickly overhanging bulb, hung up 
the Persian Paw tenderly, removed he: 
plaid beret and sat resignedly down. 
For hours now she could cease being a 


person, becoming instead a pair of 
typing hands, a creamy telephone voice. 

Thelma not having arrived, the mail 
lay in slapdash array. Better get at it, 
she thought, with an unshakable sense 
of oppression. The 
first envelope that 
came to hand was 
pale peach, forget- 
me = not. sprigged, 
addressed in a fat 
artless script and, 


* having received 


countless similar 
missives green 
sprigged with daisics 

blue sprigged with 
rosebuds—she could 


almost guess _ its 


strawberries, like 


contents. 

“My Dear Miss 
Reeves,” she read. 

“T just love your 
Kit - Chat colyum. 
Will you help me? | 
want a job on the 
Clarion so bad. My 
English teacher, 
Miss Portal, at Ben- 
nett High, where | 
graduated last year, 
and my Dad say | 
have writing talent. I enclose a book 
review of ‘Gone With The Wind’ | 
wrote . 

Kitty gave a hopeless sigh and drew 
up her wobbly typewriter table. On a 
sheet of Clarion stationery she briskly 
typed a salutation, then: “Mr. Asa 
Norman, our managing editor, has given 
me authority to tell you we have no 
openings at present. Sincerely.” Ripping 
it from the machine she signed and 
reread it hastily. Grr!—what a chilly 
business! Poor little whatchamacallit, 
goggling the mail for an answer, seeing 
herself as a Scoop Queen, a Glamourous 
Girl Reporter—and this iceberg woul 
arrive! Impulsively, not consciously 
quoting Harry McKenna, she penned 
“POs That’s the official stuff but 
remember, you get what you want i: 
this world if you want it enough. K.R.,” 
and sat back, smiling ironically. It just 
wasn’t true, she thought, but a thin 
she had used to believe along with Los 
Everlasting and Katharine Reeves 
Novelist —befo 
rigor culy room set in... 


Prominent Woman 
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The Story if the 





Fender skirts, chrome wheel trim rings and white 
sidewall tires optional at extra cost when available 


The all-new 1949 Mercury has made its bow. This big, 
aristocratic, beautifully appointed car moves up into an en- 
tirely new class. In appearance, in riding luxury and in 
interior appointments, it is a car of prestige and distinction, 


All-New Long, Low Lines 


This new Mercury is a big car, and exceptionally broad. In its 
sweeping harmony of curves, there’s the very spirit of dynamic 
motion. An overall height of only 5 feet 3 inches accentuates 
its low, lithe contour. 


All-New Interior Luxury 


This car is just as distinguished inside as out. The interior is 
exceptionally roomy with seats wider than ever, and plenty 
of room for six adults. The almost unbroken sweep of 
glass from the large windshield to the expansive rear window 
permits a wide-open view in all directions. You have your 
choice of three beautiful upholstering materials. Arm rests, 
door hardware and floor coverings are in the best of taste. 
Instrument panel is a superb example of modern design. 


All-New MERCURY 


S way 





ef) )))) math Mya - 


ae 





Interior lights come on when any door is opened. The car 
has a new, built-in ventilation system, easily adjusted to any 
kind of weather. When a Mercury heater is installed, the 
system provides fresh, warm air. 


All-New Lullaby Ride 


To sit in either front or rear seat of the all-new Mercury gives 
you an entirely new idea of comfort. Seats are designed for 
natural posture; they have deep, soft springing. 


To glide along the highway in this new car gives you a new 
sensation of restfulness, even on rough or crooked roads. 
There’s fingertip straight-line steering, effortless braking, 
and driving ease which makes every trip a pleasure. With its 
great new Mercury engine, this car moves like a whisper. 


You are invited to see this all-new 1949 Mercury. Won't you 


, a? 


drop in at your nearest Mercury and Lincoln dealer’s. ~* 


fens MERCURY AND LINCOLN DIVISION 
, FORD MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 
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Vacation Cares Vanish 
with VINYLITE*/ 


Keep your children safe and happy this summer 
with these unusual, modern VINYLITE * Inflatable 
Toys. Make your lake or seashore holiday right 
in your own garden with the new VINYLITE* 
Wading Pool, Beach Ball, Buoy-O-Boy Cushion 
and other VINYLITE* Inflatable Toys. 

No sharp edges to hurt the children or spoil 
their pleasure. Easily inflated, they're tough enough 
to withstand the full onslaught of their fun— 
while you relax. 


* Plastics The word VINY LITE és the registered trade mark of 


Pa 


And for a practical, colourful addition to your 
lawn you'll want the new lightweight, durable 
VINYLITE* Garden Hose. 

You'll find the VINYLITE* Inflatable Pool, 
Toysand Garden Hoseat better stores everywhere. 
And when you buy, be sure to look for this trade 
mark—“VINYLITE Plastics.” 


CANADIAN RESINS AND CHEMICALS LIMITED 


Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont. 


%€ 
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Lount on genuine Velveeta for 


ELEGANT EGGS! 


For croustades, cut 12” 
slices of bread; trim crusts, 
scoop out a small amount 
from centres. Brush with 
melted butter; toast on all 
sides. Serve a poached egg 
in each with this rich, velvet- 
smooth Velveeta Sauce: 
Melt 2 Ib. of Velveeta in 
the top of a double boiler; 
gradually stir in Ys cup of 
milk. These “Egg-and- 
Velveeta Croustades’’ make 
a really protein-rich main 
dish — so delicious with 
Velveeta’s rich yet mild 
cheddar cheese flavour! 


Golden-hued Velveeta gives you a neat- 
slicing, smooth-spreading, smooth-melting 
cheese food, with delicately rich yet mild 
cheddar cheese flavour and valuable 
nutrients from milk! Actually Velveeta 
offers: complete, high-quality protein, 
milk calcium and milk phosphorus, food 
energy, essential vitamin A and riboflavin, 
This pasteurized cheese food is digestible 
as milk itself! All this when you get the 
Kraft quality cheese food. 


KRAFT MUSIC HALL 
Hear Al Jolson every Thursday, 9:00 pm 
(EST) CBC Trans-Canada Network. With 
Oscar Levant, Lou Bring's Orchestra, and 
celebrated guest stars. 


The World's Favorite Cheeses are 


made by the Men and Women ot KAP 7 


receded through the door, affirming the 
undying gratitude of Glory Pictures, 
Thelma said: “A Mr. Watson called 
and wants you to call him at the 
Bennett Arms—706. And I’ve cleaned 
up the mail. Now what?” 

Kitty’s nerves tightened. “What 
would you do if I died or got fired?” she 
asked fretfully and then, for she knew 
she must watch herself today and not 
use Thelma as a whipping boy: “I’m 
sorry, but you must take more initiative. 
Why not call on some more dinner 
parties for the country club dance 
Saturday night?” 

She then dialed the Jellico number, at 
last heard the butler’s voice and, mold- 
ing her own to an easy social tone, said 
loftily: “Hendricks? This is Miss 
Reeves speaking.” You didn’t say 
“Kitty Reeves of the Clarion” on a call 
like this; you hoped he’d forget you were 
Press. “Is Mrs. Jellico in?” 


BUT HENDRICKS didn’t forget; 
Hendricks couldn’t afford to forget any 
more than Bert Loomis of Glory Pictures 


“Miss 


could afford to be offended. 
Reeves of the Clarion, I believe, 
said smoothly. “So sorry, Miss, Madam 


he 


has left for the day.” 
“Hendricks, we’ve just heard about 
Mr. Jellico’s accident,” she threw in 
hastily, hoping a warmer note would 
thaw that imperturbable manner. “ Mrs. 
Jellico is quite a friend of mine, you 
know, and when she ran for Club Feder- 
ation president last year she said if ever 
she could help me—” It was horrid 
appealing to a servant but Kitty 
couldn’t afford to mind, either. 
“Madam is out, miss.” 
“Could you tell me then 
“So sorry, miss,” he 


>”? 
interrupted 
blandly; the voice was not sorry. “‘Good 
day, miss.” 

Disspiritedly she replaced the receiver. 
Thelma said: “I just talked to that 
Mrs. Tom Elkins—she’s giving a dinner 
by the wavy—and she told me they met a 
man last night in the Bennett Arms who 


knew you and Chur-chur-chur, 
mewed Angie. 
blurted Kitty, and was out of the 


cubicle, halfway down the narrow 


” 


“Get that, please 


city room as Thelma took the call. 

“Okay, okay?” growled Gus, looking 
offended in advance. 

“This is not my day, Gus! Mrs. 
Jellico’s bolted—at least, I can’t get 
by the butler.” 

His face lighted with sudden inspira- 
tion. “You couldn’t get-ay la frump, 
eh?” and waited for her mirthless laugh. 
“Skip it, then.” 

Back at the desk, Kitty glared at tl ce 
unfinished Rivers-tea copy in her type- 
writer: “Her dark and gleaming tress 
are” click-click went the fingers 
“swirled to one side sleek as ebony 
and 
“*_Garnished with radishes a la 
Paula Potter, Clarion food editor!” 
interrupted Benjy solemnly, tweaking 
her ear. He had slipped in unobserved 
and stood, lank, leisurely and impertin- 
ent, regarding her from behind. 

“Benjy.” She turned swiftly, giving 
him a slightly disenchanted smile. “] 
didn’t hear you come in. And you know 
how I hate to have people read over my 
shoulder.” 

“But I’m not people. How are you 
today, moon of my delight?” He 
narrowed his black eyes judicially, 
“You look a touch liverish—as though 
you could do with some coffee.” 


Kitty wrestled briefly with tempta- 
tion. “I’m bogged with stuff’— sh, 
hesitated—*“ but yes, I do need a cup « 
coffee!” and powdering her nose, had tl 
usual morning moment of Considerir 
Benjy. She should do something abou 
him—marry him or dismiss him per 
manently, she’d begun to realize (a year 
two years . . . how long ago?), but sh. 
never had time for fracases during th. 
day and the evening found her too tired 
Besides, they were used to each othe r, 
Benjy was amusing, and being a pair, 
a team, had its advantages. 

**T’ll be back in about 10 minutes,” she 
said to Thelma, who replied: “Oh, bos 
wait a sec! That Mr. Watson calle 
again. Says it’s urgent.” 

But Kitty was halfway out the doo: 
““My crystal ball tells me he’s a sales- 
man,” she answered wearily. “He'll 
call back—”’ joining Benjy by the stairs, 

The Scoop Café (“Sips ’"N Eats That 
Make Headlines’’) 


Clarion staff for its proximity to the 


was beloved by the 


office, only a step down the alley; its 
habitual air of rakish musty disorder, 
the newspaperman’s spiritual home, and 
its steaming inky coffee. Over a chipped 
mug of the latter Kitty said now, 
reflectively and against her better 


‘I ran into Tess McKenna 


on the bus this morning, Benjy, and she 


judgment: 


asked after you. You know, we really 
should go out there once in a while. 
Tess and Harry are swell people.” 

“Harry the hearty extrovert, Tess 
the classic example of ‘the little wo- 
man,’ ”’ was Benjy’s airy comment, and 
fora moment Kitty, quite unreasonably, 
couldn’t trust herself to speak. 

“Harry’s bond deals and_ political 
sentiments may be wearing,” she said 
finally, carefully, “but it never seems to 
occur to you, Benjy, that peopl may 
find your—well, our shop talk on the 
dull side , too, Besides” it was strange, 
she thought, to be bragging about Harry 
now when two hours ago she had 
thought him an object of ridicule 
“Harry is writing a book, Tess tells me, 
which is more than you and I with all 
our glib talk have ever managed to do.” 

Benjy’s face was a study; then he 
threw back his head and roared. “Oh, 
This ts priceless!” 
he panted incredulously. ‘‘What’s it 
called? Xomance A La Stock Ex- 
change’ or‘ Murder On The 18th Hole?’ ” 

Kitty set her teeth. “Neverthel ss, 


she said coldly, “he’s writing it.” 


no! I can’t bear it! 


Silence—-while Benjy made intricate 
doodles on his napkin. “Is it absolutely 
necessary that I dote on your pictur- 
esque Old School Ties, dear?” he asked 
at last, elevating an eyebrow and 
“*Let’s not 
squabble, Kitty,” and he smiled peace- 


drawing on his cigarette. 


ably. 

Any other day she might have 
accepted this overture, regretting her 
spurt of annoyance, but not this morn- 
ing. “My Old School Ties!” she 
snapped. “It’s always my friends who 
are dull and uninspired! So who do we 
see? Prize-fighters prize-fighting and 
hockey players playing hockey and 
baseball players playing baseball’”—he: 
voice rose dangerously—‘or some of 
vour elegant pals, the professional parlor 
liberals and armchair mystics who are 
every bit as tedious as Harry Mc- 
Kenna!” : 

But Benjy was not to be drawn; he 
exercised his flair for maintaining statu 
quo and, reaching over, patted he 


cheek. “What's happened to you 












































































c disposition, darling?” he asked, a 
“ , , 
anxiously. “You know I’m nuts 
you and longing to take you on 
fe, Kitty, temper and all, but 
, ° : ” 
sn’tlike you... 
': it? she thought viciously. But 
ips it is! Perhaps nothing has ever 
il so like me as this outburst! 
ooked down at the table, feeling 


By ily deflated, and replied in a pallid 


t 
( 





il 


I’m just 
’ and they returned to 


“I’m sorry, sweetie. 
| yucss 
lice in civil but uncompanionable 


S ONCE AGAIN Kitty studied the notes 
taken yesterday at Mrs. Rivers’ tea, 


instead of the usual shoulder 
she carried a muff of brown 


ioe 
Bo, 


= Be ss !”” 


“Yes, Thelma.” 
| “I’ve been trying to tell you for hours 
9 that Mrs. Tom Elkins said 
§ Angie cooed apologetically and, as 
Kitty lifted the receiver, an aggrieved 
loratura at the end of the line an- 


co 


Snounced: “This is Miz Behmer, 850 
Jessup. We've taken the Clarion 20 
years and I—uh—I want to ask about 

® something about uh truffles—in 


|‘ Paula Potter’s Recipes’ last night.” 
= Paula Potter, who didn’t “care to be 
reader 


bothered at home,” had her 


queries routed through the women’s 


desk. Paula Potter who, Benjy once 
mmortally remarked, “informs the dear 
public how to feed a family of two on 
,vrand a week,” was one of the pub- 
sher’s myriad glossy connections. 
“Truffles?” enquired Kitty brightly. 
“Vos, t-r-u-f-f-l-e-s. It sounds like a 
landy recipe but I can’t find thes« 
And I just 
** Dearie, 


1 , 
ruffles at the grocer s. 


” 


"t awkward pause. 


@ hat are truffles?” 
@ What were truffles? So many things 
; 1 didn’t actually know when pinned 


vn. “Why, truffles,” Kitty 


is and stopped dead. 


began 


ely, “are 
[hey came to the tables of man via 
ie Dic-rootings, she recalled, which was 
irdly a thing to tell an old subscriber. 
‘I'm ashamed to confess,” she tinkled 
diotically, “‘that I’m not sure myself. 
, GBl'll have to find out from Mrs. Potter. 
Just give me your number and I'll call 


vack. Fine good-by.” 
, a Thelma said: “Say, boss, that author 
» you admire so much ts in town, accord- 


to the Herald.” 
“Who?” disinterestedly. 
“Ernest—let’s see—Ernest Heming- 
“Tlemingway?” echoed Kitty incredu- 
lously. “Here?” 
“Yeah. Why don’t you try and get 
he interview?” 


® Kitty's hand leaped to the phone. 


he'd call Gus and ask for the assign- 
ment! She’d—and then she remem- 
ered the time, not long past, when 
Gus said: “Stick to your trivia, kid. 
You're too steeped in hemlines and 
protocol to clutter your pretty head 


thinkers!” And what, after all, 
she say to Mr. Hemingway? Gee- 
cd = to - want - to - be - a - writer - 
, i Hemingway - period - I - still - do, 
me At d you try hard, Miss Reeves, with 
oe! s of your fingers and the best of 

a ain, hour after hour, week after 

4 year after year? No - Mr. - Hem- 

y - | - never - tried - at- all... 
des, this Kit-Chat still wasn’t 
cd; Butch would be wild, she told 
ll. Glaring at the offensive thing, 
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she stammered: “I’m 


oh, I’m too busy 
today, Thelma 


and hastily typed: 
‘The house was decorated throughout 
with red and white roses.” Mrs. 
Behmer, who’d taken the Clarion 20 
years and was currently baffled by 
truffles, would just have to wait. She 
lilled two and a half uninterrupted pages 
with Rivers tea, pasted them together, 
deposited the column on the city desk in 
a run, returned and reached for the 
phone book, 

“Boss, that Mr. Watson called again | 
just now.” Thelma spoke wearily. | 
“Says it’s important. He must be the 
one that—” 

““-I have to call Potter first,” was 
Kitty’s abstracted reply, as she dialed 
the all-too-familiar number. 


A melodious ‘“Hell-ay-o?” almost 
deafened her. “‘ Mrs. Potter, this is Kitty | 
Reeves,” she said. “Reeves... you | 
know, at the paper!” Her voice 
stretched thin. “I’m sorry if I wakened 
you but a woman just called, an old 
subscriber, to find out what truffles are 
and where she can buy them . . . Yes, | 
truffles... In your yesterday’s column, 
I believe... You get yours where! 
.. + But Mrs. Potter... But Mrs. | 
Potter, do you mean they’re not avail-| 
able locally?” Mine not to reason why, | 
she thought dully, and a line she’d read 
somewhere wandered across her brain: 
“Of such the dreary substance of my 
days.” “Mrs. Potter,” she put in at | 








last, “if you’d only let us refer the calls 
direct...” 

But Mrs. Potter, Mrs. Potter was | 
saying, was a busy woman and could | 
not have the telephone ringing every | 
five minutes with stupid readers asking | 
Mr. Norman, the | 
Clarion’s managing editor, and Reggie | 

uh, Mr, Pruitt, the publisher, that is, 
had both given Mrs. Potter to under- 
stand that Miss Reeves would be de- 
lighted, but delighted, to take calls. 

“Well, yes, but—” Kitty began irre- 
solutely. Then: “Thank you, Mrs. 
Potter. We'll take care of it down here. 
Good-by,” she turned to Thelma. “Call } 
the Epicure Shops at Wiggam’s, Haines’ 
and the Fan-cee Grocery. Ask if they | 
carry truffles—how much, what brands 
and what are they?” 

The phone nearest her rang in sugary 
tremolo. ‘*Women’s department, Miss 
Reeves speaking.” 

“* Katharine?” 

Always afterward, when this day’s| 
details were forgotten, notable only as 
the last ones, it seemed incongruous that 
she hadn’t at once known that voice, 
direct and rumbling with its overtones 
of humor. And the“ Katharine’; no one | 
had called her Katharine since her 
parents died. But the ways of 11 years 


stupid questions, 


are devious. 
“This is Kitty Reeves,” she said | 
crisply. “I’m afraid you have—” 
“Oh, no, I haven’t! Listen, Kitty, 
Kit, Kathy, Kat, Kay, or whatever 


they call you. It’s me, Charles.” 





It’s-me-Charles. Just like that, 
“Charles?” she said on a brittle ascend- 
ing note. “Not ‘a 
“Truffles — t-r-u-f-f-l-e-s,” Thelma 
was exhorting Sadie. 

“Yes, Charles Watson. Remember 
now? I was driving through yesterday 
I had no idea I'd go through your town 
—and when I couldn’t reach you last 
night, I stayed over. I tried you at the 
oftice and at home and all morning 
again at the office. You must be a 


mighty important gal to be that busy e 
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CANADA WELCOMES © 


ROYAL PUDDINGS 


A chen for Royal right from ber, no need to add sugar — Royal 
the start — Royal Puddings are so Puddings are sweetened just right. 


easy to make! See recipes on package. 


Yager / 
4 chen, GLY ¢ You can now get Royal, 
when you see how the world’s most popular puddings, 
at your grocer’s — though for a while 
he may not be able to 


good Royal looks — smooth-textured, 
appetizing, delicious. A pride to serve! 
supply all you want. 


You Cl cheer for those wonderful When you try Royal, 


Royal flavors —so creamy-rich, so iy you'll agree: “Royal 
full of genuine flavor. And remem- Puddings 


More Delicious.’ 


Taste 


, 





From habit she searched his voice for a 
mocking tone, and found none. “I even 
ran into an old college classmate, Tom 
Elkins, here in the hotel last night and 
his wife said she knew you.” 

“But—it never occurred to me that 
persistent Mr. Watson was you,” Kitty 
said, rather dazedly. 

“Can you meet me for lunch?” he 
went on. “I’ve got to get going this 
afternoon. Katharine, tell me’’— and 
his voice had a chuckle in it, taking her 
back another life ago—‘do you still look 
like a mermaid?” 

“i why, I 


crow’s feet, Charles?” she asked, an 


do mermaids have 
idiotic thing to say but the right tone, 
casual, bantering. Then, more smoothly: 
“I’d adore to have lunch with you.” 

“What time?” 

She glanced at her datebook, dens« 
with straggling memos from Kitty to 
Kitty, and at “fash. show—Wiggam’s 
2” scrawled there. “Twelve?” she asked 
uncertainly. “T have an important 
appointment at two and that'll give us” 

she started to say “almost two hours” 
but, fearful of sounding too eager, con- 
cluded lamely—“ plenty of time.” 

“Good! The sooner the better!” He 
made the small-boy, crowing sound she'd 
forgotten. “Till noon then, in the lobby 
here at the hotel.” 


SLOWLY KITTY replaced the receiver, 
as though it might break, and sat 
motionless. On _ sleepless nights in 
recent years she'd often thought of 
Charles, always as loving her still, and 
imagined a meeting between them, sh« 
yracious, remote as a star, more than a 
little celebrated. An imbecile game, but 

comforting. It rose to mock her now 
for the warm forthrightness of Charles’ 
tone more than any words told her how 
little of the old emotion remained, And 
what else, she asked herself sharply, 
could you expect after 11 years? It was 
I who made the break, who chose this 
instead—and her long disenchanted 
glance swept the musty cubicle, massed 
papers, telephones, memos, trivia, that 
embodied her life. She and Charles 
Watson were simply old acquaintances, 
recalling each other from a time when 
they were young, when they were othe: 
people. 

Thelma was watching her closely. 
“Eureka! Haines’ has truffles,’”’ she said. 
Then, with elaborate innocence: “I 
gather that was Mr. Watson on the 
phone. I’ve been trying to tell you all 
morning that Mrs. Tom Elkins told me 
they met a Charles Watson in the 
Bennett Arms last night who was scour- 
ing the town for you.” 

Kitty’s face was a study. “Life!” she 
said obliquely. “Look, Thelma”’—th« 
discussion was closed—*‘call this,” giv- 
ing her Mrs. Behmer’s number and 
explaining l'affaire truffle. She then 
dialed Wiggam’s, asking for “French 
Room millinery oflice, please,” and 
presently said: “Miss Phelps? Qh, 
Ruth, this is Kitty Reeves. May I duck 
out of our lunch date today? An old 
friend of mine is in town and 

**— Old friend or old flame?” came the 
metallic question. 

“Well, flame. But very erstwhile.” 

“*In that case, all is forgiven. See vou 
at the fashion show at two.” 

“Hold on, Ruth! Do you remember 
that pink Veronique bonnet thing with 
the cabbage roses? You said you might 
mark it down 

And Ruth Phelps replied with airy 


inconsequent malice: “Past but possibly 
future flame, also?” 

Kitty flushed and loathed herself fo; 
flushing. ‘“*Don’t be silly,” she said 
“But—oh, you know! A gal has t 
make an impression, after so long 

“That pink Veronique has impact!” 
the buyer assured her. “It’s a ven 
important hat and you're in luck—I just 
marked it to $15.98, I hope he’s a fellow 
to appreciate a hat—?” 

Rather ostentatiously, Kitty let this 
lie. “I'll be by for it before noon,” she 
said. “Thanks heaps—”’ thinking dryly, 
a fellow to appreciate a hat indeed! 
Charles had never even seen her in a 
hat and probably wouldn’t recogniz 
her at all after so many years— with n 
fish-and-sun-oil odor, with no whispery 
cascades of sand whenever she moved! 
And at the word sand, a forgotten 
summer swept her in gushets of memory, 
returning to her keeping the sense of 


brilliance and freedom that she'd 


space 
known then and almost never in the 
years just past... 

Pearly sand it had been, she remem- 
bered, patterned by seaweed and strange 
beach sea-creatures, blinding in the 
August moon. They'd sat night after 
night gazing seaward, the star-eyed girl 
as lost to her now as the tall tanned boy 
who'd been Charles. And what did we 
talk of, she wondered, hour after hour, 
night after night on the beach? Life, 
Love, Literature, the Future, Death 
all the talk of youth, in fiery capitals. 
She recalled his request that she read 
aloud by moonlight and how she had 
puzzled over what to bring from the 
inn’s sparse library, deciding at last on 
poctry. How little I read it now, she 
thought, and was touched by sadness 
for the dim lost summer, the far and 
ardent figures on the sand. 

Turning from the phone, Kitty saw 
that the noon edition had miraculously 
appeared on her desk, still slightly damp, 
acridly smelling of ink. With dextrous 
lingers, without so much as glancing at 
page one, she turned to four and five, 
part two—the women’s pages— and 
began to read for typographical errors, 
making marginal corrections attached to 
pencilled kite-tails. Sadie’s brash tones, 
at length, jarred her from absorption 
and, as Thelma was out of the room, she 
answered, 

“Miss Reeves? This is Frances Shea,” 
she heard. “Il want to add a couple of 
names to the guest list for my dinner 
Saturday night. I gave it to you yester- 
day, remember?” 

“Yes, of course,” Kitty returned 
pleasantly. “The paper is already out, 
Miss Shea, but I'll try to make the 
addition.” 

“Well, this is important!” rattled the 
voice. “Please say that Mr. and Mrs. 
Rid Davis of Clinton, B.C., will also be 
at my table and that Mr. Davis is presi- 
dent of Pure-Tone Radio and that Mrs. 
Davis and I were classmates at college.” 

“What was that first name again, 


please Qe 


“Rid. R-i-d.” 

**A nickname, Miss Shea?” 

‘There was a slight pause. “Obviously, 
I should think.” 

“lm so sorry. We can’t use nick- 
names on society. What is his rea/ 
name?” 

“I have no idea. Everyone calls hin 
Rid— everyone!” The Shea tone mad 
it clear that if Rid were a good enougl 
name for Miss Shea and her friends it 
was good enough for Kitty. 
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There’s glamour afoot in TRU-POISE shoes ... so 
4 completely style-right . .. so feminine. And ankles are 


subtly flattered by the TRU-POISE cradle cup heel. 
oo ¢ 
> in all their lives feet, by the millions, 
never felt better than they do in genuine 
Selby ARCH PRESERVERS. All fashion, 


these shoes put the happy ending to 





foot fatigue, three exclusive ways: 


steel arch bridge for firm support 


« individually placed metatarsal pad for comfort 
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COULD anything be so dull as food without salt? 
Lacking that one small ingredient, even the flavour 
of a choice sizzling steak or steaming baked potatoes 
is indistinct and “blurry”, like a picture out of focus. 
Then ...the magic pinch of salt! And in a flash, 
every hidden particle of enticing flavour springs into 
focus, keen and tantalizing, to whet your appetite! 

Salt makes all the difference in the world to any 
food. Realizing this, Canadian cooks for three gener- 
ations have preferred WINDSOR 
salt, in the kitchen and on the table, 
for its crystal purity ...its flavour- 
enhancing qualities. 

All you could ask for in salt... 
you'll find in WINDSOR. Look for 
this smart red-white-and-blue pack- 
age at your dealer’s—it’s WINDSOR 
the free-running salt that will focus the 
fine flavour of every food you serve! 


FOR FINER FOOD FLAVOURING 













“Has he two initials perhaps? R. and 


something else?” It was increasingly 
difficult for Kitty to keep her mind on 
this fatuous conversation. She was too 
adult, she told herself, to still be upset 
by the brushes with Tess and Benjy this 


morning, or dread of seeing Charles, 


A bored | ttle laugh rippled across the 
wire. ““ Leave out the first name entirely, 
Miss Reeves, if it’s such a problem, and 
just say Mr. and Mrs. Davis of Clinton 
and that he’s president of Pure-Tone 


nd that , 
ana that 


Kitty closed her eves briefly. “We 


” 1 


cant use mens businesses, either, she 


announced, with wan _ occupational 


politeness. “I’m so sorry. Or nicknames 
or no first name.” 


““Good heavens! Then say Mr. and 


Mrs. R. Davis.” 
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From ¢ ton, isn’t it? And you 
ege wit! Mrs. Dav s?”” 
4 rebearing sigt threaded along the 


i ve said so a dozen times, at 
(,000-DYV, Miss Reeves and 


Miss Frances Shea hung up. 


Why these things unfailingly 
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he began, 
with flashing oratory, “* Pep-O-Fluff has 
yone great! Sensational! Now I have 
Pep-O-F luff 
has a twin that’s gonna make history.” 
Pause. “ Pep-O-Fluff Burgundy Rinse!” 
“Just think . .. Burgundy Rinse,” 
echoed Kitty reverently. 
Thelma interrupted 


” 
and our sensational ads, 


important news for you. 


with: “ Boss 
this Mrs. Larsen says her ex-husband, 
this George H. Hill, is giving the bridal 
dinner for their daughter, that Esther 
Hill, and she sounds plenty miffed about 
it and says I'll have to call bim for the 
guest list. What shall I do?” 

“Call him!” 

“But Itwasa P&S 
rule that men should not be pestered at 


+} 


at his office?” 


elr off ces. 
“This time, yes. You were saying 
Mr. Mugg 


““Our chemists have made an exhaus- 


uh—Muggridge?” 


ve study of wine through the ages as a 
beautifying agent, Miss Reeves. Why, 
goes back to Cleopatra though 
burgundy as such was not In use at that 
he held up an admonitory 
ingredients 


es,t ! 
er tne same costiy 


nto wine were in use then and 
hese dentical properties are in Bur- 
gundy Rinse, greatly improved through 
Pep-O-I luff’s research, 


ised tor breath, smuir 


of course.”” He 
gy as winningly 
as possible. “*May I be personal?” 

“Yes, do!’ murmured Kitty, one ear 
cocked at Thelma who was sayir 


Kk. 


est list, Mr. Hill, and your former—lI 


59 
cs € Interruptea 
K » i! r Was aiways 
j 
é Ss ‘ y liK¢ i 
< ( s str r 


licvaDiy mullions of light-years distant 
but just out of reach. “* We'll write every 
day and you'll wait for me, dariing, till I 


° oF ” 
finish college ? 


he had pleaded, and 
she’d answered, her heart in her vox 
“Oh, ves, Charles—forever! And I'l] 
write every day!’’—which she had, { 
almost a year. . 

With difficulty Kitty extricated her- 
self from the quicksands of memory 
and returned her attention to Mr. 


Muggridge. ** 


be having promotions,” he ¢con- 


And all the major stores 


ciudaed happuy. 
Kitty glanced at her watch. “I'll 
check with the buyers today. And 


' , ; : sae . 
iank you tor dropping In, she said, 


Startir Oo rise, 


‘Thank vou, Miss Reeves! Here's a 


sample for your own use—and I'll just 
leave this little booklet, put out by 


Pep-O-Fluff’s research department, on 
the beauty uses of wine through history. 
You'll tind it fascinating! Why, Queen 
I licea, the ancient—” 

Kitty was on her feet now. “I’m sure 
1 will. Thank you so much, Mr. Mugg- 
ridge,” extending her hand. “I'll send 


| + 


tear sheets, of course. Good-by.” 


THELMA WAS saying patiently: Mrs. 
Hill? This is Thelma Polk, at the 
Clarion. Your husband’s first—I mean, 


Mrs. Larsen, told me to call Mr. Hil 
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about Esther’s bridal dinner and Mr. 
Hill told me to call you and 

The unengaged phone rang plain- 
tively. ‘“‘Women’s Department, Miss 
Reeves speaking”—Kitty’s formal tone 
leveled off “Oh, Benjy ee 


No, I can’t today, sweetie . .. A pre- 
. It was 


Lunch? 


you friend from out of town . 


a long time ago! Never mind! ... 
You’re not the only pebble on the beach 


asia ae 


What a cheap stupid thing to say, she 


tonight as usual .. .’By.” 
rellected, still grasping the receiver as 
though to take back the words. You're 
not the only pebble on the beach !—the 
sort of thing women invariably said to 
men who were, had been for some time 
ind would likely continue to be the lone 
ind only pe bble 

And she thought of Charles 


bemused, wondering what happened to 


again, 

people? They were lost, but how ? In 

what blind alley, cranny dead-end, was 
, , , 

the face forgotten, the voice mislaid, the 


bac k 


years, recalling how small, 


pattern splintered? She gazed 


icross the 


gemlike and unreal the boy on the 
beach became, having nothing at the 
end to do with the thrilling realness of 
her new job. She remembered her 


“ 
Just a summer 


You're too young to be 
“You've 


| his is your 


mother saying: 
romance, dear. 
married—” and later: always 
vanted to write, Katharine. 
chance! Why, this newspaper job might 
ead to—”’ and of how, at long last in a 
etter, she had written: “* Dear Charles” 


“*Charles, You 


couldn’t in fairness say “‘darling,” she’d 


- 

nstead of darling. 
' 

believed, when you wrote to announce 


you were madly in love with a job 
such in- 
lead to 


anything, really) and that thanks just 


so glamourous .. . meeting 


teresting 


people . «+ might 
the same, you couldn’t be married this 


immer (or maybe . everatall) ... 
Thelma was watching her curiously. 
‘* Boss, do you feel all right?” 


“Of course!” Kitty 


we 
“It’s just 


contrived a 
that-—I didn’t 


night—” or the night 


ing smile. 

well last 
vw fore or the night before that, she amended 
Several 


before time to get ready for lunch and, 


{oz 
1AZZ 


sle cp 
re mained 


nwardly. minutes 


nearest 
Bros. 


connections 


eaching for the 
dialed Wiggam 
through endless 
connections, tracked down Miss Connie 
Adams, better 
pounced on her with an avid: 
“Oh, Miss Reeves! Say, what’s the 
latest on the mayor?” 
Nonplussed, Kitty sputtered: 
I don’t .. 
“The shooting on the city hall steps 


phone, she 
and at length, 
and re- 


buyer of dresses, who 


“The 


what do you mean? 


this morning when the mayor got it in 
the leg. Why, the Clarion had an 
Extra—”’ 

Kitty thought: War might be declared, 
the whole country reduced to rubble, and | 
know u! Not me, the trivia 
“I’ve been terribly busy all 
morning,” “but | 


don’t think there’s anything new 


wouldn't 
editor! 


she said suavely, 


since 
They haven’t found out the man’s 

name? The one with red hair?” 

**Red hair? No, I—” 

“Have they been able to check the 
car yet? The bright green roadster?” 

“Let’s see, | did hear something about 
a jeep she began maliciously but, 
having no humor for the farce, dropped 
it. “*‘Miss Adams, a man from Glory 
Pictures was in to see me this morning 
Michaela 

‘Bright 


with some fashion shots of 


Lane in the clothes from 


Harvest,’ that magnificent—I mean, 
you're supposed to have bought them.” 

Miss Adams relinquished the shooting 
A nasal soliloquy fol- 


lowed to the effect that the “resource” 


with bad grace. 


from which the movie replica numbers 


had been ordered was a stinker—an 
absolute, unmitigated stinker among 
“resources’—and_ that, though the 


numbers were on order, they hadn't 
Miss Adams would let 
Miss Reeves know as soon as . 


been delivered. 


Riffling the pages of her date book, 
Kitty week two 
weeks ahead to “call Adams.” She then 
dialed Haines’ number and asked for 
Miss Hailstork, the redoubtable cos- 
metic buyer. Miss Hailstork was away. 


Could she speak to Miss Weller then, the 


assistant buyer? Miss Weller was “‘on 


made notes twice a 


Could she please be con- 
floor?” If the party 


the floor.” 
nected with “‘ the 
would just hold on 
“*Miss Weller,” she said at last. “This 
is Kitty Reeves at the Clarion. Mr. 
Muggby—I mean, Muggridge of Pep-O- 
Fluff was just in and I’m calling to ask 
if you’re buying their Burgundy Rinse. 
I’d like to do a story for Kit-Chat 
“Who is this speaking?” bellowed 
Miss Weller. “ Will yee-oo speak a littl 
louder, pul-ease!”” Then, in an explosive 


aside: “Gur-uls! Pipe dow-un! I can’t 


he ar this customer!” 

Kitty patiently repeated, but before 
she could finish Miss Weller slashed 
in with: “Oh, Miss Reed! Say, did they 
ever find that fella with the blond hair 
driving the blue sedan who took a pot- 
shot at the mayor?” 

**Red 
corrected Kitty absently. 

*Hunh?” 

“Well, I 
there’s anything 
said Kitty 


hair—-bright green roadster,” 


Miss Welle i I don’t believe 
since the uh 


“Now 


new 


firmly. 
oe 


last Extra,” 


about Burgundy Rins¢« 


““Hailstork says,” announced Miss 
Weller frigidly, “that she’d never buy 


another piece of merchandise from 


Pep-O-Fluff even if they brought out a 


ten-buck hormone cream for two-fifty! 
And as for this so-called rinse, it’s actu- 
ally a hair-dye, Hailstork says. And 


you know the policy of this store on 
hair-dye. Strictly out! Besides, Hail- 


ts ; ” 
stork says it’s strictly a drugstore item. 


Kitty gave a feeble smile; it was 
almost her last. “Thank you, Miss 
Weller,” she said. 

“Thank yvee-oo, Miss Reed.” 

She glanced anxiously at her watch. 
Good grief!—eleven forty-five. She 


must do her face, pick up the pale pink 
bonnet thing with the roses and meet 
Charles at 12. Scrambling in her bag for 
comb, lipstick and compact, she glared 
balefully at the phones, daring them to 
ring and, when several seconds later 
Sadie gave a bark, 
tioned Thelma to take the call. 


Persian 


peremptory mo- 


She was just leaving, Paw 
flung over her shoulders, when Thelma 
put down the receiver and called in a 
strictured voice: “‘Boss! Come back! 
The most awful thing’s happened! That 
and 


That 


he just bought a noon 


Cox-Trevor wedding is tomorrow 
the story’s in the paper today. 
was Mr. Cox 
edition—he’s wild!” 

KITTY FROZE. Frantically she 
reached for the paper, scanned it and 
“* Against an altar of white 
roses and smilax, Miss Rosalie Cox, 


daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Wad 


* Continued on page 33 


aloud read: 
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Delicious... Fine-Textured 
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Made with “MAGIC” 


THEY’RE melty-rich—they're luscious— 
and easy to make! Magic’s Gingerbread 
Cup Cakes will put “ginger” into the 
most humdrum meal—bring ’em back 


clamoring for more! 


Remember in all baked dishes, you can 
depend on Magic Baking Powder to 
help insure fuller, more delicious flavor 
—finer texture. These days you'll want 
to use Magic more than ever to safe- 


guard ingredients, assure perfect baking 


results. Magic costs less thau 


average baking. Get Magic today. 
GINGERBREAD CUP CAKES 


Ye cup melted shortening 1 tsp. cinnamon 
1% cups molasses 1 tsp. ginger 

1 egg, beaten Ya tsp. cloves 
2% cups sifted flour Ye tsp. salt 

1 tsp. Magic Baking Sede % cup hot water 


1 tsp. Magic Baking Powder 


Combine shortening and molasses and add 
egg. Stir until well blended. Mix and sift dry 
ingredients and add alternately with the hot 
water. Bake in 24 24%” cup cake pans in mod- 
erate oven (350°F.) for 30 minutes. Blend one 
3-0z. package of cream cheese with enough 
milk to make of sauce consistency. Top each 


serving with a spoonful. 


1¢ per 
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HURRY ON DOWN, cherubs . . . Dad’s right behind you! There’s bacon 
for breakfast—a treat to be treasured these days. So cook it with care, relish every 
morsel, and above all, make sure it’s Swift’s Premium (Canada’s favourite bacon, you know). 
That tantalizing sweet smoke taste is the savoury, flavoury way to spark the brighter 


breakfasts that nutritionists tell us active minds and bodies need. 


YOU START THE DAY BRIGHT when you start with Swift’s 
Premium Bacon. It’s rich in wide-awake food energy, 
and so easy to digest that the tiniest tots thrive on it. Every body in 
the family loves the tender-crisp, every-time goodness 
of Swift’s Premium Bacon, the famous sweet smoke taste, 
the always dependable quality. That’s why Canada 
actually prefers Swift’s Premium Bacon to the 
CAREFUL COOKING SAVES WASTE: Place slices of Swift’s Premium — 
other two leading brands combined! 
Bacon in cold frying pan. Don’t overcrowd. Cook slowly; turn 
often to cook evenly. Drain on absorbent paper. For crisp bacon, 
pour off fat as it accumulates, and save for future use. 
Serve with unpeeled apple slices dipped in brown 


sugar and fried in bacon fat. 


Wilts Fremmiam 
Ga Ci d, V4 Tlie cc ee sete 
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You couldn't be a pessimist in June, 
now could you! Not when “Now, if 
ever, come perfect days.” 
dings, come 
Come morning glories. 


Come wed- 


strawberry — shortcake. 


Globe-trotting friend landed at a 
hotel where “English ts spoke” with 
limitations. Called for soap and towels. 
Got, after an interval, soup and toast. 
Of such are the trials of a traveler in 


foreign parts. 


You can’t beat the Dutch oven as an 
economical means of preparing many 
fine dishes. Pot roasts, stews and such. 


Quick breads ar quick to make, 
quick to disappear. A batch of biscuits 
or a pan of muflins is hot stuff with 
June’s berry or a fresh fruit salad. 
Maybe there’s a better dessert, but | 
doubt it. 


Add a little sour cream to the gravy 
for veal chops. Got a lick of sour cream 
left in the bottle? 


A pinch of curry in cream of corn 
soup—good way to curry favor with the 


family. 


Life would be better if June had 
twice as many days and only half the 
mosquitoes; if the bunny would nibbk 
my neighbor’s lettuce and let mine alone; 
if Mother Robin would teach her chil- 
dren to finish up one cherry before going 
on to the next; if beets didn’t taste so 
much like beets; if melons tasted a 




















































little more like raspberries; if I didn’t 
have to wash my nylons after every 
wearing. (But life would be harder if | 
couldn’t get nylons.) 


Nice to know: a half-pound chunk 
) 


of cheese will give you 2 cupfuls of 


grated. 


Bright red currants, stewed lightly, 
strained, sweetened, may be diluted a 
bit and chilled—a refreshing elbow- 
bender. Or thicken the juice with corn- 
and you have a 
Thicken 


with minute tapioca and your children 


starch——-not too much 


famous Norwegian dessert. 


will cry for it. Serve desserts cold with 
cream—whipped or pouring. Time that 
currants had a little publicity; why 
should strawberries get all the limelight? 


Better than a bird in the hand is a 
chicken in a pot-pie. 


Easy as pie to find the way to a 
man’s heart. Or so they say. Simply 
sandwich ripe rosy cherries between two 
flaky crusts and cut a generous wedge. 
Cherries must be sweetened with a 
loving hand and crusts must be as 
tender as your tenderest glance. You 
might try it. But it wouldn’t hurt to 
try the perfect hair-do and the right 
shade of lipstick at the same time. 


Steak is good, but steak with a sizzle 
is something super. 


Bake a sponge cake in a ring mold, 
heap with sugared berries and swirl with 





whipped crearn. 
pretty nice. 





Very pretty—and 


Double the strength of your brew 
and pour hot over ice cubes. That’s 
for iced tea. And this is iced tea weather. 


The Egg and I go to many a picnic 
together. I like ’em plain boiled, cracked 
and peeled on the spot. But that’s not 
to say you can’t devil them; put the 
halves together again and wrap in 
waxed paper. Be sure to add a nip of 
mustard, some chopped chives or minced 
onion, k« tchup or tangy sauce or diced 
pickle to the yolks. Taste as you go is 
the best way. 


How green was my salad. A rub of 
garlic prepared the bowl to receive it. 
You like garlic—or do you? 


A hint of mint in the whipped cream 
for a chocolate pudding, the meringue 
for a chocolate pie, the icing for devil’s 
food—there’s a grand flavor team, mint 
and chocolate are buddies from ’way 


back. 


Why not do some tricks with a beef 
loaf? Wrap the meat around nicely 
seasoned potatoes. Or pat out into an 
oblong, top with bread dressing and roll 
up. Make an upside-downer with pine- 
apple right in the bottom of your loaf 
pan. Cook a ring mold and fill with hot, 
diced vegetables for serving. A few ideas 
for what they’re worth and if they’re not 
worth anything you don’t have to pay. 


Fresh salmon boiled, chilled, bedded 
down on crisp lettuce and served with 
creamy smooth mayonnaise—that’s a 
gourmet’s dish. Add sliced cucumbers 
for garnish; cukes and salmon are boon 
companions. 


Next time you have some asparagus 
left over—or do you ever have asparagus 
left over?—cut and put it in the soufflé 
or omelet you’re making for supper. 
What I mean is asparagus is nice in 
omelet or soufflé. Or with it. 


Poached eggs on spinach with a 
cream or cheese sauce is known as Eggs 
a la something or other—and a very 


good luncheon dish. 


Ever top off a meal with creamed 
cottage cheese and fresh stewed cher- 
ries? Make a little mound of the cheese 
in a shallow glass bowl; border with the 
strained fruit. Pass hot biscuits or 
brown mutlins or oatmeal cookies. 


Make cheese sandwiches, dip in egg 
and milk and pan-fry. Might call them 
toast-sandwiches and serve with butter 
and syrup. 


“* .. no man knows 
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Whipped cream, salted, peppered, 
touched with lemon and blended with 
horse-radish (1 cupful of plain cream, 
2 teaspoonfuls or thereabouts of horse- 
radish) is super duper with roast beef. 
Good with fish too. 


Old Soaks. Let prunes soak in fruit 
juice for a different flavor. Try orange, 
apple, pineapple, for instance. 


New potatoes need no fancy fixin’. 
Cook ’em in their jackets, undress them 
and dab with butter. Maybe you'd like 
a sprinkle of parsley, dash of paprika. 


I get a break at the breakfast table 
when there’s creamed codfish on toast 
or buckwheat pancakes and maple 
syrup. 


Think you’d like pineapple, cut in 
dice, sugared and doused in sherry or 
other red wine? Or strawberries kissed 
with port? You might. 


Cream butter, add chopped parsley, 
a squeeze of lemon and a pinch of salt. 
Now in with a few chopped peanuts. 
Blend. Serve with fish—haddock fillets, 
whitefish, halibut, so on. Nice, you'll 
see. 


Want something different? Make 
green pea timbales (you know, peas, 
mashed, sieved seasoned, mixed with 
egg and milk, turned into custard cups 
and oven-poached). Turn out when 
“set” and serve with fresh pineapple 
diced or shredded, mixed with a little 
butter and heated. Team with crisp 
bacon, frizzled ham, sausages, lamb 
chops, or whatever. 


When Aunt Agnes made a Rainbow 
cake, she divided her batter into four 
portions, colored one green, one pink, 
one chocolate and left the other as was. 
Spooned alternately into her baking 
tins and let nature take its course. And 
there was a cake that I thought was 
beautiful. Often she used different 
flavorings too, which made things even 
nicer. 


My mother’s specialty was a fine- 
crumbed spice cake with a _ baked 
meringue topping, known as Spanish 
Bun. Excuse me while I whip up one; 
I’ll have it tonight with fresh pineapple, 
halved berries, sliced banana cup. You 
got a recipe for Spanish Bun? 


Ever spread strip bacon with poultry 
stuffing (a little grated apple m the 
dressing is nice), roll up, pin with tooth- 
picks and oven cook? Good eating, 
these. Allow four or five to a serving 
with mashed potatoes, maybe asparagus 
or a green salad and hot corn bread or 
bran muflins. 
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Meals of the Month 


JUNE 


BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 


Cream of Tomato Soup ; : 
| Orange Juice Double-decker Sandwich c aaa Veal Cutlets ; 
Cereal Lettuce, Hard-cooked Egg, reamec oe Pe 
I Currant Muffins Chees« Meslaw 


a 
Coffee e Canned Fruit Icebox Cookie Boston Cream Pic 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


Meat and Kidney Pie 
Cold Meat Plate Potato Topping 


| WED | 

| | nage Duics Sliced Meat, Potato Salad, Chili Sauce 

| *) j Creney Raa 6 Tomato Jelly Mold, Pickk Creamed Carrots 

| Coffee Bananas and Cream Lemon Snow Pudding 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


"W , j Sw Steak 
THI Asparagus on Toast with 


Blended Fruit Juice . Parsley Potatoes 
‘> Cereal Cheese Sauce Creamed Onions 
- Toast Marmalack | Stewed Rhubarb Whipped Lime Jelly 
| oD Coffee Tea ie Fruit ee Ld Custard Sauce _ 
| | , ' Cotter Tea 


Saked Fist Fillets 
Half Gravefru | Clam Chowder Lemon Garnish 
Cereal Grated R aw Carrot and Scalloped Potatoes 
Toast atest rs Cabbage Salad Green Beans 
Coffee Pancake Maple Syrup Fresh Strawberries Cream 
Cocoa Cotlee Tea 








Tomato Juice ream of Chicken Soup Beef Birds in Gravy 
Cereal Fresh Spinach with Parsley Potatoes 
Toasted Corn Mutt Poached Eggs Coleslaw 
Preserve Gingerbread Hard Sauce Fruit Betty 
Coffee t Tea Cocoa | Colfer Tea 


Assorted Sandwiche Roast of Lamb 
Tossed Salad Browned Potatoes 
a a French Dressing Beet Greens 
Coflee , lee Cream Spice Cake Strawberry Cream Pic 
Tea Cocoa Cortes Tea 


Orange Slice 


Cerea 


Cold Roast Lamb 
Grilled Cheese Sandwiches Mint Jelly 
with Bacon Strip Creamed Potatoes Pea 
Cabbage Salad Canned Pears 
Butter Tarts Gingerbread (leftover 
Tea Coc Cotte Tea 
Grilled Sausages 
Creamed Asparagus on Toast Apple Sauce 
Raw Carrot Stick Mashed Potatoes 
Floating Island Baby Beets 
Spice Cake (leftover eamed Cherry Pudding 
Tea Cocoa Coffes Tea 
Lamb Pr Potato Topping 
Mushroom Sou eftover roast lamb) 
Cabbage and Peanut Sala Minced Carrots Peas 
Hot Biscuit Jan Vanilla Blancmange 
Tea Cocoa Fruit Sauce 
t Tea 


ree: : . Gniled Liver and Bacon 
rHU Stewed Rhub: Salad Plate Vegetable Casserole 
Cereal Hard-cooked Egg, Potato and Scalloped Potato, Onion, 


é = enitaci Cabbage Salad, Relishe Gener Saane areata 
| } Coffee ea Jellied Orange Slice Peach Upside Down Cake 

fea Cocoa Coflee Tea 

¢ Creamy Eggs on Toast Saked Fish Mold 

FRI 3] fe getable Juice Chih Sauce Cheese Sauce 

er Raw Carrot Stuck Boiled Potatoes 

| | casted Wholew lu Butterscotch Puddiny Tomato Casserole 
2g otter t Oatmeal Cookie Strawberry Shortcake 
lea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


iTS FINER...\TS RICHER, 
ITS CHASES SANBORN =| fix[- ewes Nae 


‘ ea Potato Chip Cabbaye Salad | Roast Potatoes Green Lear 
ed Coffe bu Rhubarb and Sliced Banana Jellied Strawberry Pie in 
e { ‘ Orange Cake (leftover Graham Cracker Crust 
BC 


T Tea Cocoa Coffer Tea 
ce . Cold Roast Beef 
TO f | MON ore | Cheese Souttle Mashed Potatoes 
eae oS rea Stewed Tomator Carrots 
| t m | Bran Muthin Coleslaw 
| Honey Jam Turnovers 
Tea oO « Tea 


Meat Loaf 
oom : 
SAT spefruit Juic ream of Celery Soup Tomato Sauce 


ae Assorted Sandwiche Mashed Potat ves 
*) To “ee ke Green Onions buttered Beets 
ffe en Apple Snow Ice Cream Orange Cake 
. wer 


Im TUE Apple Juics  seveniait emileitonmen tune Shepherd's Pi 

@ When you taste this finer, richer MM / Z i 5 Toasted Mute ie sponge Cake " wisies Green Ono 
Chase & Sanborn, you'll agree it's : seo | , eo _ 
different ...so delicious ... so distinctly 
‘right’ . . . words can't do it justice. 
You'll call it, “real coffee . . . the finest 
coffee money can 

buy!” Your grocer se i, otal ee 


. a, iii F 
has it vacuum packed i 3 French Omelet 
pe | | =: 


Grapefruit Juice Chili Sauce Boiled Salmon 


pe wh Salad Plate 
| WED Sliced Orange Deviled Eggs, Tossed Gree Dressed Spareribs 
Cereal Tomato Jelly Mold Parsley Potatoes 


Toast Marmalade Relishe Sauerkraut 
5 Coffee Tea Hot Corn Muffir Syrup Fruit Trifle 
- Tea Cottee Tea 


Cocoa 


oe 


ip ry Cream of Green Vegetable Breaded Veal Cutlet 
i HU Tomato Juice Soup lsoiled Potatoe Carrot 


| ven Cereal Toasted Cheese Sandwict Chili Sauce 


SO eS SN 
tN SS 


Toast y Jelly and Cream Stewed Rhubarb with 
Coffee Date Cookie Strawberries 








Cereal Tossed Salad Parsley Sauce 


*- © | 4 ! ‘ i ) 

or in the economical : | pelle ' Fresh Frait Cup Mashed Potatoes Pea 
} st Coffee ‘ | Cookie Caramel Rennet € ustard 

paper bag. Get a | ea Cocoa | Coffe ea 

a PAN | Pa eae | Tomato Juice " 
pound of Chase & htt | Stewed Prune Cold Meat Plate } Corned Beef - 
i “ Cereal Potato Salad Pickle Creamed Potatoes Cabbas 
| eo Conserve jrown Rolls | Raw Carrot Sticks 
Sanborn today! 4 Tea Spice Cake Raisin Pie 
¢ lea ( Coffee Tea 

















rece aaa ene IN SN 





a 

















¢ Toasted Scones 
} Marmalade 
—= Coffee Tea 
W ED Apple Juice 
4% Cereal 
yea Toast Jam 
aay Coffee Cocoa 


Bran Waffles—for breakfast or lunch. 


Ready-cooked bran added 


to a plain waffle recipe gives a crunchiness and a nutty flavor that goes 


well with cranberry-orange marmalade or any favorite preserve. 


batter in a jug and bake at the table. 








BREAKFAST 


Blended ees Juices 


ereal 
Waffles Mi aple Syrup 
Coffee ea 
Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
Stewed Figs 
Cerval 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Grapefruit Juice 
-ereal 
Toast 


Jelly 
Coffee T 


Tea 


Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Muffins 
Jam 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Honey 
Cocoa 


Toast 
Coffee 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toasted Corn Muffins 
Jam 
Coffee 


Tea 
Blended Vegetable Juices 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea | 


Orange Juice } 
Cereal 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Assorted Sandwiches 
(leftover corned beef 

Relishes 
Ice Cream 
Spice Cake (leftover 
Tea Cocoa 

Creamed Chicken on Toast 

Cabbage and Carrot Salad 

Sliced Oranges and Bananas 

Tea Cocoa 


Salad Plate 


(Deviled Eggs, Cabbage Salad, 


Tomato Jelly Mold, Pickle 
‘Toasted Johnny Cake 
Preserves 
Tea Cocoa 
Plain Omelet 
Green Peas 
Fruit Salad Cup 
Nut Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Cream of Chicken Soup 
Toasted Sardine Sandwich 
Pickles 
Green Salad 
Chocolate Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 


Cheese Fondue 
Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
Relishes 
Muffins 
Tea 


Syrup 
Cocoa 


Cold Shced Tongue 


Tomato and Cabbage Casserole 


Wholewheat Rolls 
Fruit Jelly Custard Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Corn Pudding 
Cabbage and Raisin Salad 
Bread Sticks 
Strawberries and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean Soup 
Biscuits 
Carrot Sticks 
Mixed Fruit Salad 
Coffee Bun 


Tea Cocoa 


Macaroni in Cheese Sauce 
Lettuce Salad 
Butter Tarts 

Tea Cocoa 


Fresh Spinach with Poached 
Eggs 
Lemon Jelly Whip 
Oatmeal Date Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


Put 


DINNER 
Chicken Pot Pie 
Mashed Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Coleslaw 
Strawberry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 


Country Saus: ages 
Mustard Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 

Johnny Cake Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
Broiled Lamb Chops 
Creamed Potatoes 
Spinach 
Lemon Chiffon Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Grilled Kidneys and Bacon 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Strawberry Whip 

Coffee Tea 


Grilled Hamburgers 
Mashed Potatoes 
Carrots in Orange Sauce 
Fruit Compote 
Nut Cookies (leftover 
Coffee Tea 
Baked Fish Fillets 
with Bread Dressing 
Parsley Potatoes 
Green Beans Herb Sauce 
Deep Rhubarb Pie 
Coftec Tea 
Swiss Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
Tossed Salad Bowl 
Chocolate Cup Cakes 
Foamy Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Fricassee of Veal 
Potato Dumplings 
Diced Beets 
Buttered Beet Tops 
Nut Butterscotch Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Barbecued Spareribs 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Buttered Asparagus 
Orange Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Pot Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Berries Cake 
Coffee Tee a 


Cold Sliced Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Minted Carrots 
Coleslaw 
Fruit Trifle (eftover cake) 
Coffee 7 rr a 





| 
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GRAB THET BRANCH— 
HEAVE YORESELF ONTO 


DRY LAND— A 
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AN-GO" NOURISHMENT — 
BE A ; FUM THIS DEE-LISHUS 

INUTE. “CREAM 
OF WHEAT” 












HAS!- AIN'T NO QUICKSAND 
AS QUICK AS THET QUICK FOOD 
ENERGY IN, 
QUICK-COOKIN 
“CREAM 
OF 





WASN'T ) NAW, AH WASNT SKEERED/ 


















CAUGHT 
IN THET 
QUICK- 


Mc GOONS 
SHOULDERS 


“For diets deficient in these elements 


CREAMorWHEAT 


MADE IN CANADA 
from the best Canadian wheat 







Creom of Wheat” ond Chet ore Registered Trode Marks ond Reg. U. S, Pot. Off 


vice and w 
Royal Brie 
knif 


and nife e pooh @ 
Coffee can be served later 


DISTRIBUTED IN CANADA BY BRITISH CERAMICS & CRYSTAL 


Over 5 Million 
Maytags have 
been sold ... far 
more than any 


other washer! 


Set beauty on your table... tonight 

. in gracious Shelley English 
Bone China Dinnerware or Tea- 
ware. Famous for its artistry and 
quality, Shelley is China you'll be 
proud to own! 


os ‘Tight is pe Moderately Priced at Better Shops Everywhere 


(CANADA) LIMITED, TORONTO 


‘MILLIONS of 
WOMEN 


MAYTAG 
COMPANY 

LIMITED 
WINNIPEG 


Aristocrat 


ery 


Warr euatrcman 


eka 


electric and gasoline models 





REPORTS 


from the Institute 


Fast-acting Dry Yeast is steadily | 
replacing fresh compressed yeast cakes. 
One package of the dry has the same 
amount of yeast action as one cake of 
the fresh. The packaged dry yeast keeps | 
fresh much longer. 


Lemon Pie Filling with tangy 

natural flavor comes in a package. No | 
lemon to squeeze, no doubt as to 
whether the filling’s too stiff or too thin. 
You just add egg, sugar and water, then 
cook until thick. It’s unbelievably good 
and so handy to have on the kitchen 
shelf for cake and tart fillings. And 
think of its convenience at the cottage 


this summer! 


An Extra Polish for your windows 
and mirrors is as simple as one, two, 
three if you use a new product put up 
just for this purpose. It gives a special 
lustre that lasts and does an equally 
fine job on chrome trim and tile. As 


though that weren’t enough, it does a 


wonderful job of cleaning and polishing 
silverware, too. It’s a cream liquid, sold 
in tin cans. 


No Chance of Sediment collecting 


in your steam iron if you use distilled | 
rather than tap water to fill the water | 


compartment. When 


refrigerator save the water in the drip | 


pan. It’s sediment-free, too, so can take 
the place of distilled water. More 
convenient to have on hand at all times. 


Gravy Enthusiasts Take Note: 
Even when there’s no roast you can 
still have beef gravy. It comes in a can, 


ready to heat. On potatoes, bread or 


| toast its meaty rich flavor is just right. 


And it enhances stews and meat pies. 
Pour it over meat loaf, meat balls and 
hot roast beef sandwiches. Handy for 
all kinds of leftover meat dishes because 
it both moistens and seasons. 


New England Cooking is a happy 
blending of native foods, culinary in- 
genuity and resourcefulness. Much of 
its popularity is due to the skilful way 
pioneer homemakers adapted cookery 
customs of their former homelands to 
the rugged conditions found tn their new 
country. 


Dishes like Johnny cake, boiled din- 


ner, succotash, baked beans and brown | 


bread, originated in the log cabin 
kitchens of our ancestors. 


in fact, isa story in itself, linked with 


Each recipe, 


| the lore as well as the hardships of early 


life in America. 

That is why a recently published 
book, “Secrets of New England Cook- | 
ing” by Ella Shannon Bowles and | 
Dorothy S. Towle is good reading for | 
all who enjoy good cooking. Set down 
on its pages are hundreds of recipes, 
many of them contributed by descen- 
dants of the cooks 
famous, 


who made them 


Appetizers—have you investigated 
tins of smoked herring in oil to take 
the place of anchovy? The plump little 
fillets are delicious and much cheaper 
than anchovy. Serve them rolled up 
on a round crispy cracker 
just fits a cracker. 4 


one fillet 


defrosting the | 


OU 


2 a2 12k) 


STEWART GRANGER 


His Fastest Way To Further 
Popularity Will Be On Horseback; 


Only in fiction and certain kinds of publicity 
does a single cinema success create an 
established star. 


* * * 


Stewart Granger is popularly considered 
to have had in Canada and elsewhere a 
sudden and a meteoric rise to fame. But he 
has had six solid hits in succession, one of 
them sensational, two of them spectacular 
and all of them adding to his power at the 
box-office. His next two films from the 
J. Arthur Rank studios will place him up 
among the twelve most interesting names in 
motion pictures, regardless of where made. 


Se = 3 


Granger's superb horsemanship in 
CAPTAIN BOYCOTT caught the fancy 
of the filmgoers in these parts and it is 
thus-a neat coincidence that his newly- 
completed BLANCHE FURY, with color 
by Technicolor, should bring him back 
again on horseback. This is the melodra- 
matic best-selling story of thoroughbreds of 
stately homes in England as well as stately 
beauties, for which Hollywood bid so 


furiously. 


i.e oe 


Next for Stewart Granger comes 
SARABAND, based on a gaudy and flam- 
boyant page of history around the George I 
period. It deals with the emotional tangles 
of a somewhat violent bevy of royalties, 
staged against a background of glitter, 
swordplay and galloping horseflesh. 


* * * 


The cast is a potent one including, as well 
as Stewart Granger, the brilliant French 
and the sterling British stars, Francoise 
Rosay and Flora Robson plus the young 
English beauty, Joan Greenwood. 


* * * 


As a final note on the current cinema trend 
toward thoroughbreds, that earlier shocker, 
ESTHER WATERS with its romantic 
racing flavor, is also on the production line. 


At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 











YOU'LL 
HEAR WOMEN 
PRAISING 
THIS 
NEW IRON! 


y 


The Canadian Beauty Automatic Iron 
takes the “‘bugbear” out of Ironing. Light 
weight eliminates arm strain. Precision 
Heat Selector gives exact temperature for 
any fabric with a flick of the finger. No 
long waits for iron to heat up or cool off. 
Fully guaranteed against mechanical or 
electrical defects. See the new Canadian 
Beauty Automatic Iron at your Hardware, 
Department, Furniture or Electrical Appli- 
ance Store now! 


Manufactured by 
RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR 
COMPANY LIMITED —RENFREW, CANADA 


THERE’S 
ONLY 
ONE... 


Ice Cream and Cake 


Continued from page 33 


When done, the cake is a light golden 


brown and slightly shrunken from sides | 


of pan. When baked remove from oven, 
let stand 5 minutes. Run knife around 
sides of pan and turn cake out on wire 
rack, remove paper and allow to cool. 
When cold, frost with any desired 
frosting. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Simple Variations 

Orange Cake 
Make as for Five-minute cake page 33, 
only add grated rind of one orange to 
first bowl (mixing bowl). In second bow] 
(egg, milk and flavorings) use 44 cup 
orange juice in place of 4 cup milk and 
omit flavorings. 


Spice Cake 
Make as for Five-minute Cake page 33, 
only add 1 teaspoon cinnamon, \% tea- 


spoon allspice, 4 teaspoon cloves and a | 


dash of nutmeg to first bowl (mixing 
bowl). 


Chocolate Cake 
Make as for Five-minute Cake page 33, 
only add 3 to 4 tablespoons cocoa to 
first bowl (mixing bowl) and 1 table- 
syrup to second bowl 


spoon corn 


(containing egg mixture). 


Frosting Suggestions 
Double Boiler Frosting 
1 egg white 
lg cup light corn syrup 
l¢ cup sugar 
2 tablespoons water 
Few grains salt 
34 teaspoon vanilla 


et METHOD: Combine the egg white, 


corn syrup, sugar, water and salt and 
beat with rotary beater until well 
mixed. Place over rapidly boiling water 
and cook, beating constantly, for 5 to 7 
minutes or until frosting will stand in 
peaks. Remove from heat, add vanilla 


and beat until thick enough to spread. 


Orange Double Boiler 
Frosting 
1 egg white 
lg cup light corn syrup 
lg cup granulated sugar 
2 tablespoons orange juice 
Few grains salt 
1 teaspoon grated orange rind 


METHOD: Make as in Double Boiler 


| Frosting. 


Baked Frosting 
l4 cup brown sugar 
1 large egg white 





Few grains salt 
14 cup chopped nuts 


METHOD: Sift the brown sugar. Beat 
egg white with salt until stiff but not 
dry. Fold in brown sugar lightly. Spread 
on cake batter before baking. Sprinkle 
with nuts. 


Whipped Chocolate 
Frosting 
l4 cup whipping cream, well 
chilled 
14 cup cocoa 
14 cup fine granulated sugar 
l4 teaspoon vanilla 
METHOD: Combine all ingredients and 
chill for one hour. Beat with rotary 
beater until thick and of spreading con- 
| sistency. Spread on cake. # 


Said Mrs. 8. to Mrs. A, 
My, but Im tied; what a day I" 







| “Quick Comfort in that cup, Ill say! / 







Said Mrs. B. to Ms.A, & 
i} / 
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Said Mrs. A, to Mrs. ©. 
o"Try this cup of Tender Leaf Tea.” 







Ue A Cp 


OF TENDER LEAF 











The world looks brighter from 
behind a steaming cup of this 
finer tea. Famous for flavor — 
and the name, “Tender Leaf”, 
tells you why. It's the young, 
tender leaves that are richest in 
tea flavor. At your grocer’s, in 
convenient size packages...and 
in “filter-type"” tea balls...no 
specks; every cup crystal clear. 





TEMPTING 
DELICATE-TEXTURED 


INNER ROLLS 


For best 
results 


ROYAL YEAST 


@ Simply delicious and sure to win praise—dinner rolls made 
with Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast. Speedy-acting, 
easy to use—this modern dry yeast keeps for weeks without re- 
frigeration—lets you bake any time, at a moment’s notice. No 
dashing out to the store at the last minute—Fleischmann’s Royal 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast is always right there when you want it— 
ideal for “spur of the moment” baking. Just dissolve according to 
directions on the package. In a few minutes it’s ready for action. 

Next time you bake, use Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry 
Yeast... see how quickly it gets to work, how convenient to use. 
You can store a month’s supply on the pantry shelf and feel assured 
it will be as potent as the day you bought it. Get Fleischmann’s 
Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast today. At your grocer’s. 


package = yeast cake tn any recipe 


dou \eed 


by 
Jane Monteith 


GET the clearest jellies and the 


s the choicest fruits, 


Yol 


tastiest jams Dy us 


best recipes and the most suitable 
iipment 

The tools you use need not be elabo- 
ate or very expensive, but they must 
be the proper ones for the job if you 
want the best results. 

4 preserving kettle or large open 
saucepan is your first requirement for 


The vessel should have a 6- to 

t capacity, to give the 
' 

room for hard boiling, and 


w for quick 


mixture 


wide top ( alle 
evaporation. 

The kettle may be made of aluminum 
or enamel. Fruits will not darken in 
an enamel kettle; the boiling period is 
slightly shorter in an aluminum one. 
Both types are available, so make your 
choice according to your preference. 
used for 


This same kettle can be 


extracting juice and making jams and 
marmalades. 

Your jelly bag should be a 

| 


1 
one, tor the clearness 


good 


i 
of your jenly 
a se 
depe nds upon it. If the jelly bag is too 


¢ 


coarse a weave or too thin a fabric, tiny 
particles will escape through its meshes. 


the cause 


These very fine particles are 
of “cloudy” jelly. 

The following materials are suitable 
for jelly bags (listed tn the order of their 
efficiency): canton flannel with the nap 


on the inside; heavy, closely woven 
factory cotton; two or three thicknesses 
of good quality cheesecloth; a cotton 
Sugar Day 

The jelly bag should be suspended 


from a height so the liquid will drip 


through freely. A rotary press with legs, 
or a stand on which you can clamp the 
bag, is a great help. 
Measuring cups, or 
needed for measurement ot 


scales, are 
accurate 
fruit and sugar. The best results are 
obtained with scales, but measurement 
by the cup is quite successful for the 
small fruits and berries most frequently 
used for jams and jellies. 

Juice for jelly is always measured by 


the cup, of course. 


Jelly glasses with a rim circum- 
ference larger than the base and their 
own metal lids are best. It’s easier to 
unmold jellies from the straight-sided 
Jelly hold 6 
which is about right for the 
average family. 

Jam, conserve and marmalade may 
be stored in small pint sealers, odd jars 
or wide-mouthed bottles—be sure they 
have covers that fit. 

Sterilizing equipment is particu- 
larly important for 


ones. glasses usually 


ounces 


jams and jellies 
which are packed after processing. Pos- 
sible mold spores must be completely 
destroyed by boiling if you want your 
jams and jellies to keep. 

Make use of the well-cooker of your 
stove (if you one) for 
sterilization. You can leave the glasses 
there until the moment you are ready 
to fill them. 


electric have 


Choose a large drip pan, roaster or 
broiling pan (at least three inches deep) 
for oven sterilizing. 

Fresh paraffin should always be 
used for jams and jellies. Be sure you 
have plenty on hand for each day’s 
work. 

An old coffee tin is a handy vessel 
Any that’s left 
stored in the can well 
covered to keep out the dust. 

For persons whose hands are a mite 


for melting paraffin. 
over can be 


unsteady, a cheap jug or small teapot 
will serve the same purpose. 
Necessary oddments include a large 
for stirring the fruit 
mixtures, a potato masher (preferably 
stainless steel) for crushing the fruit, a 


wooden spoon 


large silver or metal spoon for making 
the jelly test, a long-handled ladle and 
funnel for pouring 
finished jam into the jars, a jar lifter 
or tongs, paring knives and fruit hulling 
or pitting tools. 

Labels should be large and backed 
with a strong adhesive glue. You can 
buy colorful ones decorated with pic- 
tures of different fruits which will give 
a festive preserving 
cupboard 


a wide-mouthed 


note to your 


























and Jellies 


WHEN FRUITS are at their peak 


lav or, a 


they’re cheaper and best for f 
point to consider when reckoning both 
cost and quality of jams or jellies. 

But you'll want your jams to set and 
your jellies to jell. Otherwise your 
effort will be wasted. To prevent 
failures you'll find these rules helpful: 


For Suceess With 
Jams and Jellies 


Use a large kettle, preferably onc 
that is wide at the top. The wide: 
the kettle is at the top the quicker the 
jam or jelly will boil down. And the 
quicker the boiling down the better your 
jam or jelly will be in flavor and color. 

Clean, sound fruit is essential. B« 
sure it’s free from mold and sand. 

Firm fruits such as strawberries and 
currants should be washed in cold 
Softer fruits like 
raspberries should be carefully picked 


water, then drained. 


over and any sandy ones removed. 

Cook in small quantities not 
more than four to six cups of prepared 
fruit and fruit juice at a time. 

Always sterilize jars before filling. 
Turn washed glasses upside down in 
large shallow pan. Fill pan half 
full of warm water. Place in preheated 
oven (275 degrees F.) and leave for 20 
to 30 minutes. 

Allow sufficient space at the top 
for the hot paraflin coating when filling 
the jars. Leave a half to a third inch 
between the jelly or jam and the top 
edging of the glass. Always melt paraf}in 
over bot water. 

Proper storage has a lot to do with 
the keeping of jams and jellies. Place 
the filled and covered jars in a cool dn 
place away from the light. 


Jam Pointers 


Select fully ripe fruit for all jams. 
This assures best flavor and texture. 

The proportion of sugar to fruit 
depends on the amount of acid in the 
fruit. With most berry jams (such as 










% 


Marie Holmes 


strawberry, raspberry and blackberry 

use 34 cup sugar to | cup slightly 
The addition of 1 
tablespoon lemon juice to each cup 
fruit (about 1 minute before jam is done) 


crushed raw fruit. 


improves flavor and helps to set the 
jam. Cook in 4-cup lots and only until 
thick—usually 10 to 20 minutes. 

Quick and sure to produce good 
results is the commercial pectin. Either 
the packaged dry pectin crystals or the 
liquid pectin may be used. But be sur: 


to follow manufacturer’s directions. 
Jellies That Jell 


Firm just-ripe (or even a_ litth 
underripe) fruit makes the best jelly. 

To obtain juice: Cook washed and 
drained fruit in water until soft. For 
berries and grapes use 4% cup water for 
each 2 quarts fruit; for large fruits such 
as apples, quince, etc., cut in large pieces 
vithout peeling or coring, add water to 
cover and cook until fruit is very soft. 

Put cooked fruit and liquid into jelly 
bag and allow to drip. This takes 
several hours overnight preferably. 
Don’t squeeze the bag if you want a 
clear jelly. 

To make jelly: Measure juice into 
kettle. 


'4 cup sugar to | cup apple or crabapple 


Heat to boiling, then add sugar, 


juice; 34 to 1 cup sugar to 1 cup currant 
or grape juice depending on tartness of 
fruit. Again bring to boil and cook until 
jelly test is obtained. Remove from 
heat and pour quickly into the hot 
sterilized glasses. 

Jelly test: 
into liquid, tilt spoon until syrup runs 


Dip large metal spoon 


over the side. If the jelly is ready, 
the last few drops of the syrup on the 
spoon will meet on the edge and “sheet” 
off, As soon as the syrup “sheets” off the 
spoon, stop the cooking. Skim any foam 
off the top, then pour into the glasses. 

Note: Certain fruits such as straw- 
berries, raspberries and cherries do not 
contain much pectin. When making 
them into jelly use commercial pectin, 


following direc tions on package exactly. 
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Dishes ... light laundry... any 
household task coarsens the delicate beauty 


of hands. Trushay’s unique beforehand 


protection guards against this kind of hand 


damage. Special Trushay ingredients form a film over skin 


tissues . 


.. hands are shielded even from the effects of hot, 


soapy water. Certainly —use Trushay afterwards, too, like 


any other lotion. Just a few drops of thrifty Trushay 


smoothed on hands after your everyday tasks completes 


effective skin-beautifying care. Use Trushay also to bring 


new softness to neck, elbows, knees... as a fragrant 





Make this simple test: 


all-over body rub, a clinging 
powder base. Begin today 


to use Trushay. 


> TRUSHAY 


the Beforehand Lation 


Smooth a few drops of Trushay on your hands. Now wash 


them with soap and water... then dry. Now rub your hands together... feel the soft, 
satiny smoothness that remains. Note that Trushay's fragrance is still there, too. 


Product 


R 


r 


i-M yers— Made in Canada 
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cd page 4 


Never neglect a 
neck pimple 


men's pages. “Oh, nol” she gasped. nie assiltiniaiatnnes 


Cox, at noon today became the brick 


The Very Important Job | 
Contin — ‘ | 


ol a undet the b gyest, Dlac kest, most 
arresting headline carried on the \ 


Then: “With luck there’s still time to 
kill it for the ‘home.’ ” 

With deadly calm she called the com 
posing room. “Butch? Kitty Reeves 
That Cox-Trevor wedding shouldn't 





have gone today ...1 know... I | 
know we didn’t catch it... It’s as 
much our fault as yours... Ail it! 


|... Use that Girl Scout feature in 


stead—it’s been on the stone two weeks 


| ... Thank heaven you can make it!” 
at (an Vou 0) | and, hanging up: “Thelma, we should 
ten | get down on our knees and pray that 
that demon Mrs. Cox doesn’t call!” 


e | 
f | t, eC 9 And the telephone rang. Thelma 
comes : | answered, sagged in her seat, murmured: 


| “Hold the wire, please,” and, in a 


doomsday whisper: “It’s Mrs. Cox!” 
\ The voice at the end of the line 


pricked her with the remorselessness of 
Q. Do you know what to do an ice pick. But no wonder the woman 
if there’s an accident? was wild—spend all that money on a 


wedding, then have it in the paper the 
wrong day! “It won’t be in the home 
| edition, you understand, Mrs. Cox,” 


A. If you know and can use First Aid after an ac- 
cident, you may prevent a lasting injury, even 
save a life. Accidents will injure hundreds of 
thousands of Canadians this year. One may hap- 
pen where you are, and it’s up to you to know 
what to do — and what not to do until competent 


she said placatingly. “We caught it in 
time and killed it. The home edition 





| is the one your friends will see. We're 
so sorry, SOSOIry . . o 





Twelve-five. ‘“‘You’re very under- 





medical help arrives. To learn the new, approved standing, Mrs. Cox.” a Kitty's wena, Any pimple can become infected. 

First Aid methods, register for the classes ae ominously. “Unfortunately, Never take a chance. 

held by your local branch of the Saint John these things happen occasionally ae Cleanse the pimple properly. 

Amivslonce Aaseciation. we do appreciate ++. Sosorry... Then put on BANp-alp*, the 
At twelve-eight Mrs. Cox hung up. adhesive bandage that stays put, 
Kitty dropped her head to her hands for even on hard-to-bandage places. 


an exhausted moment, abstractedly le geese aun iene a 
Q Do you know what not to do? crossed off everything on the a.m. y ; y 4 
z oe . Se wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 5 
section of her date book exce pt Birth. revent infection x 
Pres. Thel.,” which was yet to be P ‘ R ss ll ad % 
A Don’t try to be the doctor! Do whatever is nec- attended to, and dialing the Be nnett ee eve r, not ® ad- 3 

* essary to save the victim’s life, and to prevent | Arms, asked to be connected with the lesive Dandages are BAND-AID. 


ih Only Johnson & Johnson makes 


shock by keeping him warm and quiet, but no 
BAND-AID, 


more. Don’t move the patient unless it is abso- 
lutely necessary. Don’t give unconscious persons 
water or liquids. Remember, doing the wrong 
thing may be worse than doing nothing, and a 
good rule to follow is “If in doubt—DON’T.” 


““Myers?” Relief surged through her 
as she heard the familiar tones of the *BAND.-AID is the registered trade mark of 
headwaiter. “This is Kitty Reeves at Johasca & Johneos Limited for ite adhesive bandage, 
the Clarion, Myers. Oh, I’m fine, thank 
you. I was to meet a friend at 12 for 
lunch. Would you ask him to wait? | 
I should be there by 12.30...” 

“‘Wha’z the genelman’s name, Miz 


Reeves?” 


Q. Have you a First Aid Book in your home? | “*Watson—Charles Watson. Oh, and 





save us a good table, please.’ 





“Yes, ma’am. Wha’z the genelman 
look like, Miz Reeves?” 

What did he look like? Kitty floun- 
dered helplessly, unable to visualize 
Charles in a business suit, all that 
















A About one half of all accidents occur in the home, 

* and a first aid book should be a “must” in your 

medicine cabinet. If you don’t have one, send 

today for Metropolitan’s booklet, “First Aid.’’ It 

gives the proper immediate treatment for bleed- 

ing, stoppage of breathing, poisoning, burns, 

broken bones, and many other emergencies. To 

get your free copy, simply fill in and mail the 
coupon below. 


The quick, easy way to 
bandage a neck pimple 





bronzeness captive in pin-stripes and | 
starch, neat and proper, lunching in a | 
hotel dining room. | 
“‘He’s—well, tall—and—and—” she | 
faltered, frowning with the effort | 
| 




















QUICK FiRst ain 


AQHESIVE BANDAGES 
AND 






i 

| : | 
remembering, and then, with unaccount- 
able conclusiveness: “He'll be very 
tanned, I expect. And smiling!” 







| 

| 
Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, MM : : | PINK HATS make women’s faces glow 
Canadian Head Office, Ottawa etropolitan Life | like firelight, she kept thinking, clinging 


ae ee en — booklet Insu rance Com pany to the thought as she shouldered through 
-L, B ec 8 Aid, m ° ° 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) the thronging lobby. Pink bats make 


. - » was that he, there by the cigar 
New York | stand? No. A meaty blue-jowled type 
Strect a | returned her stare. Not Charles. Even 

Frederick H. Ecker, Leroy A. Lincoln | 11 years couldn’t make Charles into 
| that! Pink hats . . . she was glad she’d 


I ai ohhaconatmenanaientimaiianenavamrnie Canadian Head Office: Ottawa | bought it! It was worth $15.98 for the 
confidence it gave her, the shadowy 
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brim, the lush romantic color 





“Quat Odd Weilir “sors lly Tilbest 


TUBEST FOODS LIMITED, LORDON,. CANADA .. 
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At teething time, Steedman’s help to 
» keep the little system regular. Used by 
mothers the world over for more than 
100 years. At your druggist’s. 
FREE BOOKLET: “Hints to Mothers” on 
request. Write John Steedman & Co., Dept. 
A-2, 429 St. Jean Baptiste St., Montreal. 


g°STEEDMANS 
Qeething tidens POWDERS 


Look for the double EE symbol on the package 


“But come on, 


his eyes. 


And then from behind her, she heard: 
“Katharine!” a great whoop of a word, 
and spinning round, found herself held 
at arms’ length by a tall compact man 
with sun-bleached hair of the sort often 
combed by fingers—she’d forgotten that 
detail-—and a face on which sound diges- 
tion, good books and the imagination 
to read them fondly, humor, stamina 
and sun had left their mark. “ Kath- 
arine,” he said again, but softly, as 
though the warm blue eyes were pleased 
at what they saw. 

lie’s changed, Kitty thought, with a 
quick stab for the mutability of things 


but grown as a tree should grow, upward, | 


not expending its sap and stature in 
branches. Her 
nervously at the clasp of her bag. “‘You 
got my message?” she asked for some- 
thing to say. “I’m sorry I’m late—” 
He waved the apology away as of 
niggling importance. 


twisty 


“IT was late my- 
self,” he responded easily. ‘‘And 
wonder you were detained what with 
celebrated authors in town and the 

. ' ~ ? ' I ‘ 
mayor getting shot!” brandishing a 


no 


Clarion Extra. “I’ve only just read the | 


headlines. Exciting life you lead!’ 

Kitty set her teeth together delicately. 
“Oh, wildly exciting, Charles.” 

He grinned. “Not to mention spring 
fever!” 

REE ass ok 

“The first spring day!” he hunched his 
big shoulders appreciatively. “*‘Don’t 
tell you hadn’t noticed, Kath- 
arine But suspicion that she hadn’t 
and incredulity were blended equally 


me 


in his expression, “I had nothing to do 
this morning after talking to you,” he 
went on, 
explore spring in this part of the country 
and found me a river and followed it a 
” and 
he indicated shoes crusted with mud. 
Let’s have lunch.” 

As they seated themselves at the 
dimly lighted table, he flicked her with 
“Take off that pretty hat. Let 
me see you as you used to be!” 

Kitty acknowledged the wish with a 
smile, feeling easier now. “I’d have 
worn your favorite bathing suit but the 


ways. You can see for yourself 


| moths got it years ago,” she laughed, 


| and removed her hat as he watched her 


| reflectively. 


“Your bair’s just the same, 


| like yards of pale satin,” he said at last. 


| the 


“Oh, no!” as she lifted the hat again, 
exquisite pale pink Veronique, 
$< . 9 

please leave it off! 

Kitty was afraid of the question 
flickering in her mind, but impulsively 
she demanded: “And am I] just the 


| same, Charles?” 


| 





# Continued on next page 


DR. BROCK CHISHOLM 
in 
JULY CHATELAINE 


‘Do Women Make Wars? 


A new precedent-shaking article 
by the brilliant Canadian psychi- 
atrist doctor, major-general, sec- 
retary of the world Health Organ- 
ization (United Nations) who has 
startled thousands of Canadians 
in the past with his advanced 
thinking. 

Vitally important reading for 
every woman in the country. 


hands worked | 


“*so | drove out of town to 


“First time you gave me a bath I had to 
laugh—you were so nervous! But now your 
technique’s smooth as satin—smooth as my 
Mennen complexion!”’ 

YOUNG smoothies swear by Mennen 
—the famous original antiseptic baby oil. 
Over 3300 hospitals buy and use it to help 
protect the extra-sensitive skins of new- 
born babies. Mennen protects baby’s 
delicate skin better because it’s antiseptic. 
The majority of doctors recommend 
antiseptic baby oil! 

Skin irritatians, keep away! Like an in- 
visible shield of antiseptic protection, 


soothing Mennen Baby Oil is always on 
guard. 


Mennen 


Quality dessersts, pie fillings, 
gravies and sauces call for 
quality ingredients—most 
important of which is 
Canada Corn Starch, a 
product of outstanding 
quality. Dependable— its 
popularity with Canadian 


housewives over the years is 
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It covers completely, leaving no breaks. 
This helps prevent ane » urine irri- 
tation, roughness, chafing, many other 
skin discomforts. Use Mennen Oil to 
cleanse and lubricate baby’s skin—after 
each bath, at every diaper change. You'll 
like the fresh, clean, antiseptic fragrance! 


Get NEW Mennen Baby Powder, too! 
So soft, so smooth, so white—and such 
a sweet scent! Borated for extra protec- 
tion. Chases chafing and prickles. Get 
a can today! : 


Baby Oil 


Baby Powder 


Two of the World's finest baby products 


AAA 
SA 


¥ 
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the best recommendation as to its outstanding quality. 


Also Manufacturers of Crown Brand Corn Syrup 


THE CANADA STARCH CO. 


Montreal 


LIMITED 


Toronto 
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FOR A 


Pope | 


HOSTESS...| 


© And how wisely, how easily she keeps her 
loveliest of possessions charming, lustrous, 
glowing in rich silvery beauty 
with the coaxing, gentle, safe 
care of SILVO Liquid Polish. 
The makers of the lovely 1881 
Rogers Tea Service illustra- 
ted recommend Si/vo to keep 


it shining always. 


\\ ith Vilas Maple gracing your home, 


vou are assured of authentic carly 


Amcrican design in beautifully-finish { enduring furnitare of quality. 


BEDROOM * DINING ROOM * LIVING ROOM 


Honey or Amber Maple finishes 


VILAS FURNITURE COMPANY LIMITED 


COW ANSVILLE, QUI ESTABLISHED 1870 
VF-8-2 


LLL LLL LLL 


‘and I have 


f that?” 
yy her years 

1OwW AS she nad 
n that Benjy. 
h he vas, Was 
came 

the 


nerin 


| was married,” he said quietly. She 


He lighted ci 


ipped strongly, the flame spurting 


garettes then, the match 


redly on his brown blunt features. “I’m 
sorry ”” she falte red, and, for his face 
closed: “Tell me about yourself, 
Charles. Where you live, what you do, 
how you happe n to be here?” 

“You'll be surprised!” he warned 
banteringly. 

“Nothing surprises me any more.” 

Charles grinned. “‘How dull for you! 
Well, then, I teach!” glancing at her 
startled face. “I know I don’t look 
professorial, but I teach in a small 
college at Rosalea, on the coast bet 
you never heard of it! English lit.,”” he 
continued, “to a bunch of kids who'd 
much, much rather be practicing foot- 
ball. But occasionally there’s one, one 
boy in a class, who’s worth all the bored 
ones. In my spare time I garden, and | 
sail”’—he held out hard brown work- 
roughened hands for her inspection 
wonderful summers! 
Mexico, Cuba, Europe before the war 
| go where the spirit moves me. And, 
yes-—I was in the army. Three years 
overseas. I’m on my way to the univer- 
sity right now for some lectures. This 
i Whew!” he 
concluded. ‘How's that for a dossier?” 

She felt a little breathless. “But 


teaching, Charles!” she said, unable to 


is our spring vacation, 


grasp it. “The last thing I should have 
thought!”” And yet . . . “‘a man could 
live with that, Katharine,” he had said 
long ago, as she read aloud on the beach. 





Household cleanliness is the first 
sign of the good home maker. That 
includes toilet bowls—which your 
friends expect will be odorless and 
fresh. Your best friend here is 
Sani-Flush—which keeps toilet 
bowls as clean as new. No stains or 
film after a Sani-Flush cleaning. No 
work—no other disinfecting needed. 


Safe in all toilet systems— works in 
hard or soft water. At grocets’ every- 
where. Two sizes. Made in Canada. 
Distributed by Harold 
F. Ritchie &Co.,Ltd., 

Toronto, Ont. 


Sani-Flush 


aor Yo o 
Guaranteed by” 
Good Housekeeping 


” * 
#0, * 
“45 apyrensen 


TWO CANS 
AT A TIME 


Make money — lots of #—iIn your 
spore time. Earn up to 46%, clear 
prof. Regal's new 1948 assort- 
ments ere now ready —Conede's best 
velvet in exquisite designs. Sell 
Regel's most popular 15 card box 
$1 00; 20 deinty Handi-Notes $1.00; 
12 Petite Gilt cords 60c and 12 
Humerous Everydey end Birthdey 
assortment 60c. Regel offers twe 
ovtstending new lines in 1948: 
beovtitul Morel stationery box, 36 
sheets ond envelopes, $1.00 ond 
Everyday Gift Wrapping ossortment 
$1.00. Write now tor detoils on how 
5 to become @ Rego! Agent. REGAL 
STATIONERY CO LTD, Dept. a2, 
103 Simcoe Street, Toronto, Ontere, 
or Dept = A2, 

163 W. Hestings St. Vancouver, 6.C. 
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“What did you expect?” His eyes 
were amused. 

“Oh, adventure with a mammoth A. 
Mountain-climbing or deep-sea diving 
or exploring or Northwest Mounted. 
You might even have been a ‘private 
eye,” you know~—fearless and clever and 
terribly quick on the draw!” 

“TI bave adventure on a different 
level. But I believe you’re laughing at 
me, Katharine!”’ he twinkled. 

“No, no.” Her face sobered instantly. 
“Not laughing. Envious.” 

After a pause he said, as though 


“T like my life. I’m 


happy.” The words rang off-pitch, 


writing a finis: 


stilted to her ear till she realized she had 
never heard them before, only read them 
in novels, never heard them like this, 
tranquil and silvery. “* You were the one 
who started me,” he was saying. “All 
those things we read on the beach, 
remember?” 

She hesitated. “You mean ]—reading 
to you--made you want to teach what 
I read?”’ she asked, to make sure of his 
meaning; she was pleased, touched, a 
little awed, 

“Yes. By bringing the big ones to me 
in that lovely voice of yours, you made 
me feel them, see into them as I never 
had in school. I can hear you still,” 
Charles said, and clasping his hands 
before him on the table he regarded her, 
bluely. ‘* Remember this? 

The day is gone, and all its sweets 

are gone! 

Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand, 

and softer breast, 

Warm breath, light whisper, tender 

semi-tone, 

Bright eyes, accomplish’d shape, 

and lang’rous waist! 

“Finish it for me,” he said quietly. 

“Oh, I couldn’t!”” Kitty was instantly 
defensive, fearful of words that would 
show up the waste of her years, fearful 
“It’s been so 
long! [ don’t think--I-—even—re- 
member—” 

“But you can’t have forgotten Keats. 
Try!” 


Her throat clogged paint illy, not for 


of one loss-haunted line. 


want of this remembered stranger but 
for want of all time that was gone, lost, 
perished without a sign. “* ‘Faded the 
flower ” she begar tentatively. 

“**__And all its—’ Go on, Katharine.” 

She moistened her lips and looked 
away. 

“Faded the flower and all its budded 
charms, 

Faded the sight of beauty from my 

eyes, 

Faded the shape of beauty from 

my arms, 

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, 

paradise! 

Vanish’d unseasonably at shut of 

OE Sue: 

Her voice broke with the weight of it 
and she paused, unable to finish, 
“*Vanish’d unseasonably at shut of 
eve, ”’ she repeated softly. “Oh, 
how lovely it is! I'd forgotten” 

He leaned forward suddenly. “‘Kath- 
arine, what was it all about-—our 
“unseasonable’ finish?” 

And she answered swiftly with a lift- 
ing, puzzled motion of her hands. “I 
was so young, unstable, dazzled by 
working on a newspaper. You were so 
very far away—” 

The waiter arrived then with their 
steaks. 

Charles did things of a piece, she 
recalled now—dancing or talking, eating 

















Products of the following subsi- 
diary companies are manufactured 


to Crane standards of quality: 


CANADIAN POTTERIES Limited 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Manufacturing Co. Limited 


WARDEN KING Limited 
CRANE STEELWARE Limited 
ALLIANCEWARE Ltd, 
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Ee. IN THE KITCHEN 


MEANS COMFORT AND CONVENIENCE 


Che RINE ctine with water for the breakfast 


coffee until the last snack at night, the sink is the most 
often used unit in the house! 


CRANE sinks are smart to look at, labour-saving to use. 
Of gleaming porcelain enamelled cast iron, with either 
double or single drain board, they are shining clean, 
sanitary. Supplied with or without specially designed 
cabinet. 

And, if you are planning to build or remodel, be sure to 
insist on durable, trouble-free CRANE valves and piping. 
Out-of-sight, they will also remain out-of-mind. 


Send for our booklets “Planning your Bathroom and Kitchen for 
Today and Tomorrow”, “Some Aspects of Mechanical and Electrical 
Services in the Home”, also “Plumbing and Heating for the Home”, 
These booklets, plus specifie advice from your architect and plumbing 
and heating contractor, will enable you to get the best value for your 


investment in home comfort and convenience. 









CRANE LIMITED AND SUBSIDIARY COMPANIES 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves - Fittings - Piping 


CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 2, Canada 
Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundiand 
NATION-WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING 
AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 








BRENDA YORKS 


COLUMN 


Your Recipe May Win $100 


Nee 8 A PRIZE FOR EVERYONE! 
HELLO NEIGHBOURS: Given one choice, I believe I'd have twelve 


months all June. The cottage shutters are off: windows gleam; the 
boat is varnished and launched—and the whole, lovely Summer 
begins. 

I’ve often heard women complain: “The cottage is no holiday for 
ME!” So I'll come right out and say the thing to do is have a PLAN 
—then go on from there and enjoy yourself! One plan that works 
for me is to make sure, right at the start of the season, that the 
cottage kitchen shelves are well stocked with staples—as well as a 
wide variety of soups, vegetables, fruits and meat (all in tins so 
there’s no spoilage problem)—then, bring on those hearty appetites! 
Meat loaves are really super made from canned meat; canned stew 
is lots less work and just as appetizing as tho’ hours were spent in 
cleaning vegetables and preparing meat; macaroni and rice dishes, 
with the addition of canned tomatoes and cheese, are mighty 
satisfying fare for every age. And, of course, that King of Meats, 
a Maple Leaf TendersweeT Ham, is unbeatable for hot and cold 
dishes when you plan to stay for awhile at the cottage. 

Speaking of ham, my thanks to all of you for the wonderful ideas 
I've gleaned from your letters for the March contest on ways to 
serve this delicious meat. They'll be put to good use in surprises 
for the family and guests. And now for the winner: 


CONGRATULATIONS and a very happy Summer to: 


MISS MARY McINTOSH, 
Port Wallis, Halifax Co., N.S. 


winner of the March contest for a delightful new recipe using Maple 
Leaf TendersweeT Ham. We chose this recipe for several reasons: 
First, for its good taste. Second, its simplicity. And third, its 
versatility—it can be made from chunky portions trimmed from the 
bone after you have had several good meals from your Maple Leaf 
TendersweeT Ham—or you can just buy a slice or two of ready-to- 
serve Maple Leaf TendersweeT for Miss McIntosh’s recipe. Here it is: 


Maple Leaf TendersweeT Ham Fruit Salad 
2 cups cold TendersweeT Ham (cut in cubes 

44 cup crushed pincapple (or other tart fruits) 
2 oranges (cut in small pieces 


1g cup chopped walnuts 
1 cup of French dressing 
Lettuce or cabbage leaves 


Combine the meat and fruits. Add nuts and dressing. ‘Toss lightly with a 
fork. Serve in crisp lettuce cups or on cabbage leaves. Garnish with radish 
roses or maraschino cherries. 


THIS MONTH WE OFFER ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST PRIZE 
for best recipe using YORK SPICED BEEF. 


If you haven't used this deliciously flavoured canned meat, do get 
a tin soon, put your genius to work—and tell me in a letter how you 
created a new favourite dish for the family. Best recipe wins $100.00, 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, TOO. Everyone who writes will receive 
from Canada Packers a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at 


your grocer’s for a tin of YORK SPICED BEEF. 
WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot 


be returned. Send as many entries as you wish to compete for the 
First Prize—but we promise only one voucher per person. No 
labels required. Should the recipe chosen for First Prize be duplicated 
by another entry, the $100.00 will be awarded to the first one received. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 First Prize—as well 
as a Free Voucher — your letter must be postmarked on or before 
midnight, Jene 30th, 1948. Winner of the First Prize will be 
announced in my September magazine column. Look for it, won’t 
you—YOUR name might be there! 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 
*Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this . . 


| light of his question the color and 





ol talking, never two things together 
which jarred the rhythm of the thing, he 
believed, making it nothing. So now he 
consumed his lunch, not greedily but 
thoughtfully, smiling like a conspirator 
between bites, making brief comments 
on the world and the premature spring 
weather, learning, superticially, of her 


| life. At last he laid down his napkin, 


smiled expansively and said: “* Now let's 
really go into the subject of you.” 

And she answered: Must we?” dread- 
ing the disclosure as one who holds up 
some bauble, saying: “This is the lif 
for which I gave you up—” with no fine 
thing to show. 


HE STIRRED his coffee into gleaming 


smoky whorls. “First, I know you're 


| doing an important job,” he said 
steadily, not to be deflected. “Molding 


public opinion—that’s the newspaper 
phrase, isn’t it? For you haven't written 


| those books. All these years I've 


watched the magazines and reviews for 
your name: By Katharine Reeves. 
But,” he shrugged, “not yet. And now 
that I see you again I see you're still 
beautiful, beautifully dressed with hats 
like pink clouds, and I think—” gazing 
deep into his coffee—‘I think you must 
have taken some detour, Katharine. 
You’re living a full life, different from 
what you planned, but right.” 

Something dropped with a heavy 
thud to the table and she saw it was her 
hand. “*No—” she said in a throttled 
voice, powerless to lie. “‘ No—” and the 
word scraped out harshly. 

“It’s not like that?” His face was 
solicitous. 

“No.” 

“What, then?” 


She could not answer. In the blinding 
| 


| temper of her days was embodied in the 


morning just past, splintered into 
maudlin minutes--Harry McKenna vic- 
torious, Tess irrecoverable, Benjy 


inadequate, and all the trivia—tlashing 


| past her eyes like signposts of defeat; 


dead, without light or value. 

Charles seemed to read the deadness 
in her face and she felt his hand on hers, 
“I know what the difference in you is 
now,” he said with great gentleness. “‘] 
remembered a sort of whee! secrets! any- 
thing-can-bappen! quality, Katharine, 
and it’s gone. It’s as though—”’ and he 
halted. 

“As though—?” she echoed insist- 
ently, thinking, say it! diagnose it! put 
the illness in words for me! belp me get | 
well! 


“ 


As though you had crossed what- | 


| ever threshold it is and found the con- | 


lots of friends in Rosalea—writing, 
painting, teaching, all doing a job be- 
cause it’s important to their individual 
development and peace. Maybe they’l! 
wet somewhere in the Big Money & 
Success sense, maybe they won’t. But 
they're contented, adjusted.” He 
leaned eagerly across the table. “* ou 
must have something saved, Katharine! 
Five bucks is enough for a new begin- 
ning i you want it enough! You'll get 
what you want if you have five bucks 
and the will for it!” 

And just for an instant Kitty’s face 
lighted; the words echoed words of her 
own, written this morning at the bottom 
of a letter— you get what you want in 
this world if you want it enough’’—glib 
reassuring words, but not and the 
instant’s vision withered in her eyes 
oh, never true! 

“T’ll have to-—-think—about it,” she 
re plied evasive ly. 

‘Promise! I’m quite serious! This is 
not just talk!” he said eagerly. “I'll 
stop back on my way to the coast next 
week and check up on you!” and his 
undeceived gaze met hers then, rapidly 
sliding away. She knew what he’d read 
in her eyes for, in spite of herself, they 
were loud with established habit, with 
re bellion gone, 

That was their real good-by, but after 
the others had been spoken, the “it’s 
been so nices,” the “see you next 
weeks,” she hurried through the lobby 
to the teeming sun-freckled pavement, a 
tall trim young woman in black, white 
about the mouth, the sun striking gilt 
in her long coiled hair, looking this way, 
that way, frantically, for a cab, stretch- 
ing back tears for the lost dream of 
achievement, briefly repossessed only to 


) , 
ot 


FIXER-UPPER: If the casserole meal you DISCOVERY: In testing the prize-winning 
are cooking seems to have too much liquid, TendersweeT Ham salad recipe, we found 
use cornflakes as a “thickener’’——does the that it was also delicious made with KLIK | and so stopped growing.” 
trick and adds extra flavour! (that good all-pork meat something to - 
4-STAR HiT: Maple Leaf TendersweeT *20w when there's no ham in the ‘frig. 
Ham slices topping a dish of escalloped DISAPPEARING ACT: Steam from a fast 
potatoes is good for the family, fancy enough boiling kettle will remove every trace of 
for guests—and mighty easy on the cook! iodine stains! 


tents of the room entirely worthless, | 
He spoke 


with energy and conviction now, weigh- | 
ing each word. “Listen, Katharine! | 
When you’ve done all you can with a 
job, a person, a way of life, and you're 
So neighbours, before I go, let me tell you a “pome” discovered in through—as you seem to be—chances 
an old cook book: ; 

Oh, weary Mothers mixing dough 

Don’t you wish that food would grow— 

Your lips would smile I know to see, 

4 cookie-bush or a doughnut tree! 
To which I add: 

You'll smile still more and happier be 

With meats picked from the “York Brand” tree— 

York Meats are on your grocer’s shelf, 

Just take your choice—help yourself! 
Don’t forge: to write to me before June 30th will you? ... ll 
expect 80Me good recipes from you for York Spiced Beef. Cheerio, 


are that the job or person or way of life 

lovely sentiments on 
time to start over,” he said, and paused. lovely writing 
“You've got to start over, Katharine! J 1h \ pooper... 


CAMEO 
VELLUM 


also adds 
smartness 
. and style 


is equally through with you. Then it’s 


You could come to Rosalea, for instance, 
where it’s always spring—” and he 
smiled in disparagement of the lyric 


phrase. “To be more explicit, we have \ 
BARBER  \ 
ELIS 


an up-and-coming little newspaper and 
the editor’s a friend of mine. I’m sur \ 
Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, a he could use you. You could work there 
a th e) for a while at least, and have time to 
vr fa write on the side—what you want to 


P write—and live. It’s an idea! I have 
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be lost again, and heard him call: 
“Katharine! Wait!” as he pelted up 
beside her. 

“I have something for you,” he said, 
“IT almost forgot—” and reached deep 
in his rough tweed pocket, bringing out 
something tiny, curled in the horny 
depths of his palm. “‘Look! I found it 
this morning on the river bank. The first 
of the season. Hold out your hand 
It was a violet, warmly purple, 
scented, as she lowered her face, of earth 
and new “Thank you, Charles,” 
she said, very low. “It’s lovely. It will 
make me think of Rosalea.” 

““Then why not come to Rosalea?”’ he 
asked, smiling into her eyes, the words 


sun. 


stinging her with the poignance of some 
old loved ballad. Come back to Rosalea, 


mavourneen, my darling . Kitty 
glanced quickly up, seeking—what? 
the promise of love, perhaps—but his 


eyes were only kind. Fool! she thought. 
You can’t abandon romance, then run to 
it for shelter after 11 years’ waste. But to 
find this: rest, gentleness, companionship 

ab, what a blessing! To find love at all, 
or peace, you must first know these other 
three. 

In the cab she looked back once and 
him, like a diminishing 
arrow on the curb. “‘Good-by, good-by 


saw brown 
.” she whispered. Then, controlling 
“Clarion Building, driver,” 
sitting very still, hardly thinking at all. 


her voice: 


TWO MAILS had come since she left 
and six calls, each green phone slip 
marked “important.” 

Thelma said: “‘Old Mrs. Jellico called 
the city desk and refused to discuss the 
with but 
wanted me to have you paged at lunch, 


accident anyone you. Gus 
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Mayflowe a 


In Chinese puce—a delicate 
lavender shade—with hand 
painted rose in natural colours. 
The charm and beauty of 18th 
Century England for your 
own dining room. See Spode 
Mayflower at your dealer... 
and ask for your copy of “How 
to Take Care of Spode.” 
Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan, Ltd. 
222 Bay Street, Toronto 








but I told him I didn’t know where you 
were.” She giggled. “Such a liar! And 

but, say, I thought you were covering 
that fashion show!” 

Kitty didn’t seem to have heard. 
“What? Oh... I forgot it, I guess.” 

“Forgot it?” Thelma glanced at her 
sharply. “Boss, what’s the matter with 
you today?” 

Kitty passed a hand over her pale 
wind-ruffled — hair. “I’m all right, 
Thelma.” She sat stiffly in her chair, the 
hat still in one hand, and in the other, 
held lightly, caressingly, the violet. 
She laid them both on the desk, the frail 
hat, the frail flower plucked by a river 
and proffered in friendship, beside the 
“important” phone messages, the 
Pep-O-Fluff Rinse, the letters, the 
innersting glamour shots of Michaela 
Lane, the stacked magazines, the date 
book, the every imaginable thing. 

“Copy’s all up,” said Thelma pres- 
ently in the resolute tone used to 
convalescents. ‘I’ve been spring clean- 
ing’’— she flicked a scabrous dust rag. 
“| got the first real spring day for my 
birthday!” 

Kitty smiled tightly. “Funny, I 
hadn’t even noticed. About spring, | 
mean. Till someone called my attention 
to it.”” And then, watching Thelma, her 
voice came electrically alive. ‘“‘Look 
out!” she cried. “‘My flower! You’ve 
swept it off! You’re stepping on it!” 

“*Flower?” Thelma bent down be- 
wilderedly. “Oh, you mean this. But— 
was it important?” 

Hopelessly, Kitty gazed at the stain 
of green, the tatter of purple, ground 


in the floor by Thelma’s careless heel, | 


smelling in memory the old earth and 
new sun at its heart and all the scents 


of spring across the world. “Yes, it was | 


important,” she whispered, and some- | 


thing pulled, stretched, snapped within 
her at this outrage. 

“Boss! Are you sick?” 

“No, I’m not sick—” Rapidly she 
was thinking, /’d have time to write in 
that town with the lovely name! Time to 
pick violets, even if I worked on the paper 
as Charles suggested, till I got on my feet. 
And time to live! Kitty had her moment 
then, she was not afraid. Now was the 
time for not 


decision an hour from 


now, not tomorrow when the impulse | 


would have slackened—and for the first 
time she thought of the three thousand 
dollars as more than a static figure in a 
bankbook. Her face bloomed richly as 
she turned to Thelma. “Tell me,” she 
said, “if you could have anything in the 
world for your birthday—anything at 
all—what would it be?” 

Thelma’s puzzled eyes began to shine. 
“No holds barred?” 

“No holds barred!” 

Piet): 90066. 3 
mink jacket in Wiggam’s window!” she 
answered in a rush. 

“No, no, not that sort of thing! I 
a way of life.” 
” began Thelma evasively. 


Could 


meant more 

“Well, | 

Kitty smiled encouragement. 
it possibly be—my job?” 

Thelma stared open-mouthed. “How 
did you know?” 

Picking up a pencil, Kitty pulled 
toward her the date book on which she 
had scribbled “Birth. Pres. Thel.” 
another life ago, drew a black unwaver- 
ing line through the words and grinned 
at her assistant. 

“Not a very important present,” she 
smiled, “but I'll see what I can do. 
Happy birthday, Thelma!” she said. 
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OCCASIONAL FURNITURE 


ECTROHOME INDUSTRIES LIMITED 
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you could easily pick 
out those you need 


DOMINION EL 





What a grand solution to the vitamin problem it would be, if we could tell by 
sight, or by taste when our diet contained enough vitamins. But vitamins can 
neither be seen nor tasted — yet they are most vital to our well-being. Even a mild 
deficiency of vitamins may cause impairment of health and while this cannot be 
called downright sickness, yet such impairment can cause annoying symptoms... 
lowers our general resistance . .. and detracts from the joy of feeling wholly well. 


Because we don’t want to run the risk of a vitamin de- 
ficiency, it’s a good plan to supplement one’s food with 
ONE-A-DAY brand Multiple Vitamin Capsules. These 
easy-to-take, low-cost capsules provide six of the essential A 


NT 
vitamins: vitamin A, D, C and three of the B-group = 


vitamins. One capsule a day taken regularly forms a very 
helpful addition of six vitamins to your diet. Take 
ONE-A-DAY brand Multiple Vitamin Capsules to help 
maintain health and general well-being. 

24 capsules $1.25: 60 capsules $2.50. 


f brand VITAMINS 
{ brand VITAMINS 
In addition to Multiple Vitamin Capsules mentioned above, your 
druggist has two other ONE-A-DAY brand Vitamin Products. 


ONE-A-DAY brand Vitamin A & D Tablets: 60c: $1.35: $2.50 
ONE-A-DAY brand Vitamin B Compound Tablets: $1.00: $2.50 
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When You, Yourself Fail 


” 
Do you 
things’? Do 


to recover 
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failure? 
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a rather undesirable 
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;..and look 10 
years younger! . 
an quickly tint telltale s 
g shades—from 
Brownatone and a small 
money back. Approved by 
{ women (men, too)—-Brownatone is de ' 
anteed harn when used as directed a 
kin t needed. Cannot affect waving of hair “ 
Economica asting—does not wash out. Just brush 
comb it in. One tinting imparts desired shade | 
imply retouch, as new gray appears. Easy to prove 
: test lock of your hair. First application must 
you or money back. 60c and $1.65—all drug 
Retain youthful charm. Get Brownatone now. 
LT, aj - 


How (o Plan a Wedding 


Bulletin No. 404— 
Price 15 cents 
If there’s an important wedding com- 
ing up in your family soon, you'll 
breathe a sigh of relief when you read 
Chatelaine’s new bulletin, “How to 
Plan a Wedding.” It covers all the 
important details of invitations, an- 
nouncements, trousseau, reception, 
etc., whether it’s to be a big church 
wedding or an intimate family affair. 
Order from Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, 


Chatelaine Service 


FIRST aid for 


To ease the pain, protect the in- 

jured area against ae and 

eee healing apply ‘Vaseline’ 
’etroleum Je lly immediately, 


Keep it handy for cuts, 

bruises, burns, sealds 
and 101 other home 
uses. Jars 15¢, 20¢ 
and 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 
25¢ and 30¢. 


Vaseline 


aa Toreatty JELLY 


NO DULL DRAB HAIR 


When You Use 


4 Purpose Lovalon 


Easy and quick to use after a shampoo, 

LOVALON Hair Rinse does 4 things to 

give YOUR hair beauty and glamour: 
1. Adds rich, beautiful color to hair, 
2. Brings out lustrous highlights. 

3. Rinses away shampoo or soap film. 
4. Leaves hair soft, easy to manage. 
Does not permanently dye or bleach . . 
harmless, odorless. Goes on easily, stays 
on, washes off when you wish. Your 
choice of 12 shades. Try LOVALON today. 


35¢ and 15¢ sizes 
at stores which sell 
toilet goods 


HERE 
ap tty a 


INSTANT RELIEF 


Protect sore toes from tight shoes with Dr. Scholl’s 
panne today and you =p corns from develo 
tomorrow! But—if you have corns—Zino- 


wil | instantly stop ‘al shoe friction, lift 
aie otc Get a box NOW! 


EXPORT 


CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 


to any improvement, or to the avoid- 
ance of failure in the future. Of course 
there are times when the cause of a 
person’s failure does lie outside his own 
control. But often when the failure is 
the result of our own stupidity or lazi- 
ness we look for excuses and try to 
justify ourselves. The difficulty with 
this is that we do nothing constructive 
about the situation. Sometimes our 
failure produces illness, or leads to the 
exaggeration of an illness that is there. 
This is another kind of escape, and a 
rather unhealthy one. These are a few 
examples of ways in which we may deal 
with failures and threatened failures. 
But they are methods which should be 
avoided because they breed further 
failure. 

Some people fail because they expect 
casy success and are not willing to put 
enough effort and hard work into the 
job. Learning is sometimes slow and 
discouraging and without sufficient 


persistence, the individual is doomed to | 


failure. It takes time to learn to play 
the piano, to bake a cake or to get along 
with other people. And sometimes 
failure comes because the individual is 
not willing to put enough intelligent 
persistence into the learning. Some 
people have the mistaken idea that 
they are too old to learn and that they 
just have to put up with their lack of 
skill or knowledge and admit defeat. 
But our modern knowledge of the learn- 
ing process indicates clearly that adults 
can learn even more easily than children, 
and that it is never too late to learn. The 
trouble with many adults is that they 
are not willing to try hard enough. So 
many of them are heard to say—‘‘I can 
never do that,” whether it is baking a 
pie or leading a discussion or organizing 
a party. 
reminded frequently that failure is 


I think some of us need to be 


merely a stage on the road to Success, and 
that if we would only keep at some 
things a little longer we would experience 
the thrill of success. 

Then again some of us set our sights 
too high--we try the impossible or 


When a 


expect: too much ourselves. 


person feels inadequate it is often be- | 
| 


cause he is not fair in his appraisal of 
He may be comparing himself 
And be- 


cause he can’t be the best in everything 


himself. 
with the best in everything. 


he feels inadequate and discouraged. 
What he needs to do is to compare 
himself, not with the best but with the 
average. When he does this he will find 
that there are some things he can do 
better than the average. We all have our 
strong points and our weak ones. Some- 
times it is necessary to remind ourselves 
of the things we can do better than 
other people so that we can feel the 
thrills of success. Sometimes our feelings 
of discouragement and failure are defi- 
nitely unfair to ourselves and what we 
need is to make a fairer appraisal o 
ourselves and our accomplishments. On 
the other hand we all have our limita- 
tions. Some of these can be overcome 
and some cannot. It is the part of 
wisdom to discover which limitations 
can be changed and which cannot, and 
then make a drive to improve where 
improvement is possible; and to learn 
to live with those limitations which are 
not subject to improvement. But it is 
well to remember that most of our short- 
comings can be overcome if we are will- 
ing to work hard enough and long 
enough at them. # 
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Save money! Do your own 


canning with a 


WORKS WONDERS IN CANNING ALL FOODS... 


SAVES TIME! 


SAVES ENERGY! 


SAVES MONEY! 


According to the leading food authorities, pressure 
canning 1s the only safe method for processing 
non-acid foods, including meat, fish and poultry. 
With a NATIONAL PRESSURE COOKER-CANNER, 
canning is simple. Foods can eo almost as 


fast as quart jars can be prepare 


A NATIONAL PRESSURE COOKER-CANNER Cuts food 
bills. Large quantities of meats, poultry, game and 
other foods can be processed in season for taste- 
treats and healthful nourishment throughout the year. 


The NATIONAL PRESSURE COOKER-CANNER is the 


most wonderful utensil any 


homemaker could 


possibly want for safe pressure canning and _ high- 


speed cooking. 


TOUGH MEATS AND POULTRY COOKED TO 
DELICIOUS TENDERNESS IN MERE MINUTES 


When a NATIONAL PRESSURE COOKER-CANNER is used... 


there is no 


such thing as “tough” meats or poultry. An 8-pound roast, for 


example, becomes deliciously tender in just one hour. 


.a tough 


old rooster is juicy and tasty in just 45 minutes. 
It takes only one hour to cook a 6-pound rump roast or a 10 to 
2-pound ham. Meat shrinkage is reduced to a minimum, thereby 


saving food costs. 


The NATIONAL COOKER-CANNER makes tough 
meat fender—saves vitamins and minerals too. 


A NATIONAL PRESSURE 
COOKER-CANNER willhold 
up to 7 quart jars and has 
a liquid capacity of 16 
quarts. Every cooker is 
equipped with inset pans, 
rack, wire basket and 
“The Modern Guide to 
Home Canning and Cook- 
ing”. It contains many 
recipes, valuable butcher- 
ing charts and timetables 
for cooking and 
canning all 

foods. 
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Loveliness 


In Little Gardens 


The Home Planning Department Discusses Successful Planting for Small Areas 


y= isn’t important. Whether your planting 
is wide or narrow, gardens have a happy 
yen to grow upward. So you can pack 
enough color and richness into the smallest 
spaces to see you through from early spring 
to late autumn. 

As in the photograph across the page. A 
pint-size tapestry, designed exactly to fit the 
small grounds surrounding the type of compact 
little house so many Canadians live in today. 

Of course, you don’t just “wish” a back yard 
into a garden. It requires painstaking planning 
and budgeting, study and labor. Is it worth 
it? On the one hand you make a happy back- 
ground for outdoor living at home—even in 
confined spaces. You fit the garden for that 
important place today’s architect has given it in 
modern house design. On the other, you leave 
the grim old back yard with its quota of such 
service necessities as garbage cans, driveway, 
laundry facilities, etc. All in clear view, seamy 
side out. Especially if the house includes onc 
of these popular and sun-seeking picture win- 
dows in its rear facade, it is all too obvious that 
you can no longer get away with a “lick and a 
promise.” 

Today’s small residence plan calls for the 
same taste in development and quality in 
construction of the garden as the house itself 
of which it forms a more closely allied part than 
ever before. And it is worthy of the same im- 
maculate upkeep as the building. 

Obviously, in this role, it should be budgeted 
for, just as the house and furnishings are. And 
at the same time. Taking just what “will do” 
after other estimates have been overspent can’t 
produce anything worth while—though this is 
often the lot of the more extensive, as well as 
the average, smal] Canadian garden. The really 
large estates, by virtue of their size, have been 
forced to put a better balanced value on their 
outdoor development; so that good workman- 
ship and materials have come to be, in many 
householders’ minds, something which they 
alone deserve. Now, however—when so many 
families have so much less space to cover 
is surely the psychological moment to strike out 
for something better on the smaller scale. Labor 
and expense can be concentrated with more 
encouraging results, in narrower layouts. 

What do we mean by better workmanship 
and materials? Often the lowest possible 
estimate for garden work is accepted—with its 
consequent cheap and shoddy stone work in 
retaining walls; or the well-named “crazy pav- 
ing” laid in amateurish hit-and-miss fashion. 


Instead, there should be a properly built “dry” 
or masonry wall of good-quality stone, and an 
inviting terrace of well-cut flagstone paving laid 
by the man who knows how. Above all, it ts 
essential that the taste and discrimination 
acknowledged as a “must” for the house and 
its furnishings be also applied to its setting, the 
garden. As smaller quarters mean economy of 
space, and therefore more careful planning for 
the utilization of every inch at our disposal 
indoors; so must gardens be designed, if they 
are to offer the greatest service for our needs in 
a space minimum. Sometimes the very limita- 
tions are a good thing. With more of anything 
at our disposal than we really need, we are apt 
to go fancy. The sort of leeway that can mak: 
for elaborate bedding schemes and gaudy colors 
of the tvpe that characterized gardens of the 


Victorian era. Incidentally, when the ginger- 


bread architecture and cluttery furnishings of 
' ' 
that per od seem either amusing or depressing 


it’s amazing how die-hard the landscaping 


TODAY IS the day of straightforwardness, 
simplicity, clear-cut outlines and “reasons for 
being” in design of all kinds; and there is no 
place where those qualities are pleasanter than 


Let’s be done with the 


in the small garden. 
short path which twists and turns, instead of 
follow ng the most logical line between two 
points; the scattered flowerbeds cutting up the 
lawn and demanding so much care and atten- 
tion; the long drive penetrating to the back 
of the property, to a poorly located garage, and 
usurping valuable garden space. 

How does one accomplish simplicity and 
crispness? First by the things we don’t do. 


By avoiding promiscuous dotting about of in- 


dividual beds of shrubs or trees planted with no 
| 


] 
better reason than a desire to find a place for 


I 
s 


them; of forced wavy outlines to planting bed 
when reason would say they should be str i ght 


While informal bays and promontories in shrub 


plantings have their place naturally on 


; pe 

terrain of considerable extent, they’re 

left out in the small flat rectangular lot, with 
a8 eo , 

rigid boundaries so clearly defined. A clear-cut, 


conventional outline of planting will not be stiff 


but, to the contrary, restful and unassuming: 


nd much easier to look after. For exampl 
and much easier to look aiter. For example, use 


i flower border in a spot where planting seems 


| 


to be required, instead of cutting needlessly 
into the open lawn to find ; la for it. The 
i 


' 


tain and shovel. Convenient doors from the 
house should give access to a simple terrace for 
summer outdoor living, and plants should be 
chosen carefully to accomplish a definite pur- 
pose, rather than picked up at random at the 
nearest nursery (in their flowering season) for 
transient display. 

The small garden, especially, needs crispness 
and trimness in tree and shrub, as well as 
upkeep. Plan a logical design of shapely trees 
and shrubs rather than the fast-growing sprawl- 
ing ones so often picked for their immediate 
effect. They'll crowd you out in no time. For 
ging for flower borders, Korean 


| 1 
a low clipped ed 


Box is very satisfactory; or even a colorful 
border of neat-growing annuals (as ageratum 
or sweet alyssum, for instance) to define the 
outline of your pattern. If you hesitate to plant 
a hedge that must be clipped regularly, remem- 
ber that the “ mixed shrub planting” type which 
ippears to get along for some time in its shaggy 
state, is apt to suffer almost beyond recovery if 
left. All growing things need continuous care 
and attention to adapt them to the require- 
ments of city life, and the informal shrub plant- 
ing needs perhaps even more intelligent annual 
attention than the formally clipped hedge. The 
smaller the garden, the more careful the plan 
needs to be. 

Where money is not too much of a problem, 
a generous flagstone terrace opening off a room 
in the rear of the house can be built, supported 
at a slightly higher level than the lawn by a 
low stone retaining wall laid by a competent 
mason. 

Likewise the enclosure—which is an im- 
portant feature of the small garden where the 
boundary is always in view—may be a well- 
(he same principles, applied 
to little gardens (such as those surrounding the 


designed fence. 


small wartime houses) would call for the 
elimination of miscellaneous fancy - shaped 
flowerbeds in favor of neat borders along the 
boundary fence or paths, leaving a pleasant lawn 
area for family use. 

And, of course, window boxes filled with 
bright geraniums and graceful trailing green 
vines, or climbing roses over the porch add 
tremendously to the small house, without taking 
up precious sitting-out space. Low evergreens 
or a neatly clipped edging and a well-kept lawn 
are the best all-year-round planting for the 
street side of the house. If you plan an English 
type dooryard varde n, such as the one photo- 
graphed, it must be kept in immaculate top 


iorm, 
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Today the garden is an important part of the Simplicity in design and good construction work in 
house plan, and should be as carefully thought out as walls, walks, steps, and so on, give a permanent charm 


furnishings and fabrics for indoors. Especially does to the smallest garden, which is enhanced by 


this apply in the narrow area around the smaller house. appropriate planting. * * # Photo by Gottscho-Schleisner 
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adamantane 


(Quick-Penetrating BUTYL ESTER of 2,4-D) 


Take advantage of this special “Green Cross’”’ combination 
offer to destroy those ugly dandelions, plantains and other weeds 
in your lawns and paths without back-breaking digging. Spray them 
once with Green Cross Weed-No-More, and within three weeks 

the weeds will be gone. . . right to the tips of the roots. 


Green Cross Weed-No-More is the remarkable quick- 
penetrating butyl ester of 2,4-D. It goes to work so fast that rain, 
falling just a few minutes after application, will not wash it off 
or reduce its effectiveness. Green Cross Weed-No-More, while 
deadly to weeds, will not harm the grass and is 
non-poisonous to humans or animals, 


LOOK FOR THE BIG ¥ 


SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFER S 
Complete Weed-Killing Kit 
5-oz. bottle “Green Cross” Weed-No-More 
(enough to do 1,250 sq. ft.) Reg. value $ .75 ON EVERY CAN 
Green Cross Weed-No-More Automatic 
Sprayer (as illustrated). Reg. value $ .59 


Total Value $1.34 * Reg'd trade mark THE CANADA PAINT CO. 


LIMITED 
BOTH FOR ONLY 96f THE MARTIN-SENOUR CO. 


At your hardware, seed, drug or departmental store. LIMITED 


THE LOWE BROTHERS COMPANY 


LIMITED 


THE SHERWIN-WILLIAMS CO 
OF CANADA LIMITED 























For Richer, Too 


Continued from page 28 


STARTLED, ABBY stood rigid. The 
voice came from behind them. 

“But you can’t buy it. Actually, it’s 
only a matter of confidence.” 

She turned. Cyril turned. 

“Why, yes,” she said surprised. 

“Not cocky confidence,” said the 
young man in overalls and t-shirt. “But 
finding a job you like and working at it 
till you know you're good 

“You've got a nerve,” said Cyril. “Do 
you always hang around listening to 
other people’s conversations?” 

“Hardly ever,” said the young man, 
answering Cyril and looking at Abby. 
She had not stopped looking at him since 
she turned. He was thin and clean and 
tall, and his straight fair hair was 
streaked by the sun. He had deep-set 
blue eyes and a box of strawberries in 
each hand. 

Abby had never seen him before. It 
was a good thing it was not too late. She 
hoped they were both going to be 
sensible about it. 

“What wonderful 
berries,” she said, 
being sensible. In 
her shorts and half- 
blouse she move 
away from Cyril, 
nearer to thestrange 
young man. “Are 


How Still 


Mystical dusk, 


° ” 
you selling them? Bewitched by scent and color— 
“T was. Now I’d Rose for the sky, 
like to give them to And purple lying deep 
vou. But if you Where summer winds 


won't take his jewels 
I suppose you won't 


take my straw - 
berries.” 
“Well— it would- Dusk, hold the night 


By NORAH GODFREY 


Have paused in fields of clover 
That cool their flame 
And give them quiet sleep. 


Till time enlightens vision 


a bee flew in at the open door. “ Mine’s 
Abby Gosnell.” 

“I’m glad. I never knew anyone 
named Abby before.” 

“I was named for a great-aunt who 
was supposed to leave me all her 
money.” She burst out laughing. 
“When she died there wasn’t any. Nota 
dollar.” Don Matthews threw back his 
head and roared. Cyril exclaimed, “Are 
you going to stand there all day?” 

They went in. 

“So you’re a farmer,” said Abby as 
though it was a wonderful thing to be. 

“We've always been farmers,” said 
Don Matthews. “My father says it 
takes at least three generations to make 
a farmer, so I figure I’m ahead of the 
game.” 

“Imagine,” said Abby, her eyes 
dazzled. “Sit down. Both of you,” she 
said kindly to Cyril. 

Cyril stood and said his name with 
emphasis. Don Matthews said, “How 
are you, Hapgood?” And Abby took the 
baskets and went into the house. 

Upstairs her mother wakened from a 
light sleep. “Hello, doll,” she said and 
blinked at the strawberries. “Thank 

goodness, they’ve 

left the stems on. 

Hardly any of them 
the Dusk can learn to leave 
the stems on. If 
course I'll buy 
them.” Mrs. Gosnell 
never asked the 
price of anything 
first. Which is the 
way things should 
be for her. But were 
not, of course. 

For two such 
sweet people Abby’s 
parents thought an 
awful lot about 


n't be fair, would To see through dark money. They had 
it? To one who offers day. tried, ineffectually 
“No. And we Faith, hold the gate and desperately, to 
must be fair!” For love is in the garden be rich. Two or 
“What is this?” Waiting with welcome three times in their 


demanded Cyril, 
coming up close to 


Abby. “Do you How still the dusk 
know. this this That moves with a reflection 
buckster?” Warm on the grass 


As softening shadows grow... 


Smiling at the 
huckster, Abby said, 
“He’s really quite 
nice, *meaningCyril. 
“And not as much 
of a stuffed shirt as 
you'd think.” 

‘Abby! You go along, my good man, 
and sell your vegetables.” 

“Oh, no,” said Abby, her eyes soft 
and shining. “Mother will buy them.” 

“I'll bet your mother is beautiful 
too,”’ said the young man. 

“Come on,” said Abby, being sensible 
for both of them. ‘We'll go in and see 
about the berries.” 

Cyril could come along with them or 
remain standing on the dock. He came 


Oh evening star 


I need no light 


along. 

“Are you from one of the farms up the 
valley?” asked Abby, almost inher 
normal voice as they crossed the shale 
beach and went up the steps to the porch 
of the cottage. 

“No. I’ve taken over the Ranlet place 
at the foot of the lake. Good soil there 
it ha n’t been used in years. Oh—” He 
put one basket on top of the other and 
held the door for her before Cyril could 
reach it. ‘My name is Don Matthews.” 
“Donald Matthews,” said Abby, while 


Let him not delay. 


Be still and do not tremble 


With the whole world aglow. 





married life they 
had almost made it. 
And they considered 
themselves embit- 
tered and frustrated 
by the fact that each 
time they had had 
to slide back to the 
mediocre income 
which Mr. Gosnell, 
as a real - estate 
operator, produced. As a matter of fact 
they were more than average happy, and 
not in the least embittered or frustrated. 
Abby knew. Not once had her father 
ever accused her mother of extravagance 
or inefficiency. Not once had her mother 
said that her father was timid and short- 
sighted. Those things were true, but not 
very important, and did not interfere in 
any degree with the Gosnells’ enjoyment 
of life. 

Now Abby turned at the door of the 
bedroom, the boxes in her hand, and 
broke the big news. “Cyril is here,” she 
said, 

Her mother sat up in her slip and 
threw the light blanket back. She was 
pleased and nervous. A lemon and 
onion dressing for the white fish, she 
said—and asparagus with hollandaise— 
and they'd have the strawberries in a 
ring with powdered sugar. 


THE TWO men were standing on the 
porch, being civil but by no means 
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Summertime sport gains new sparkle when you drink a Pepsi. Yes, 
Pepsi-Cola is a delicious treat anytime. Indoors or out, at work or at play, 
Pepsi-Cola hits the spot! 


DRINK AN ICED PEPSI-COLA today—and often every day! 


Your first sip tells you how downright deli- 
cious it is...every glass is an experience in 


refreshment Pepsi-Cola has a unique formula 





















that gives a pleasing, satisfying flavour no 
other drink can match. So, whenever you're 
thirsty or want te add delight to a moment of 
relaxation, drink a Pepsi. Look for it in the 
12-ounce bottle. 


Any snack tastes even better 
when you serve Pepsi-Cola. For 
sparkling Pepsi-Cola adds re- 
freshment to every occasion, is 
a favourite with family and 
guests, alike! There’s no finer 
carbonated beverage made 


“ Pepsi-Cola” and 
“Pepsi” are the regis- 
tered trade marks in 
Canada of Pepsi-Cola 
Company of Canada, 
Limited, 


Pas es 






























































Copyriam & C 
Johnson & Son, Lid, 
Prentiornd, Canada, 
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Sor Furniture 


AND Wooowork 


Beauty, too, for furniture 


Johnson's Cream Wax gives furniture 
a clean glow of beauty 


Apply it and 
all surface dirt 
vanishes, Buff 
lightly and you 
get a lustrous 
wax finish 
Cream Wax 
contains no 
dust-catchin 
oil, Its Soew 
dry wax polish 
makes dust 
ing easy, pro 
tects against 
scratches 


Bring out the beauty of your home...with 


Five Famous Johnson Polishes 


Eabe 


gt woodwork 


comes clean quickly...stays clean longer! 


as 
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New-type cream wax wipes off dirt 
and adds a protective polish... 
all in one easy application 


Now you can really enjoy light woodwork 
all through your home . . . now there's 
an easy way to both clean and keep 
it clean! 


Yes, with a bottle cps Cream 
Wax you can do two jobs at once. While 
you're wiping off fingerprints and dirt, 
you're adding a radiant wax polish that 
protects against future soiling. 


That's because Johnson’s Cream Wax 
is a remarkable new kind of polish. It 
contains two active cleansing ingre- 
dients to cut grease and remove grime. 
And it also contains genuine Johnson's 
Wax to give woodwork a quick-bufhing 
wax luster. 


Nothing could be simpler. Johnson's 
Cream Wax is easier on your woodwork. 
Try it. 

Be sure to ask for Johnson's Cream 
Wax... the only creamy white polish 
that contains genuine Johnson's Wax. 


Happiest? show on your radiol 
Fibber McGee and Molly — 
Tuesday nights—CBC 





Cream Wax, Paste Wax, Liquid Clean- 
ing and Polishing Wax, Self Polishing 
Glo-Coat, Carnu for cars 


fr ‘ ndly As the Yu ized out overt the lake . 


ink and gold now, and exchanged the 


vecessary credentials of their age group. 


= 


Zoth turned as Abby came out. She had 
left the berries in the kitchen and carried 
the house keeping por ketbook in her 


hand. 

Don Matthews grinned and said, 
“Well, all right,” and named the 
correct price for such excellent berries 


with the stems on. 

There were pennies in change, warm 
from his por ket, and Abby closed her 
fingers over them. They smiled faintly 
and stgadily at one another, settling 
down as it were into delayed familiarity, 
impatient to stay all the things they had 
to say, but patient too, knowing the 
first business had to be got through. This 
is it, said Abby to herself, this is what 
every girl in the world spends years 
expecting. 

Then, 


favorably regard two people who just 


because the world does not 
stand and look at one anothe r, no matter 
how content they are, Don Matthews 
talked a little, telling her (not Cyril) 
about the wonderful peas which were 
almost ready, small the way peas should 
be, he was specializing in small, very 
choice fruits and vegetables, she saw 
that the berries were not big? and did 
her mother know about cooking two or 
three pods in with 
the peas for flavor? 
Later he would have 
something Spec ial in 
tomatoes, small 
deep-red ones. 
Feeling aban- 
doned, Abby heard 


Why in Our Time? 


By GEORGE W. BISHOP 


dang rous thing to be carrying around 


i 


it would have a fatal influence on ar 


but the most foolishly strong-minded 
girl, And nothing in the world wou 


induce her parents to take the slight: 
interest in the Ranlet place or D 
Matthews. 

It turned out about like that. 7 
rapt, not-quite-bright look on Abby's 
face was credited to the sapphire which 
she was being coy about, and it was 
make two 
obvious finesses as the four of them 


natural for her to fail to 
played bridge. Mrs. Gosnell purred. 
IT WAS too hot the next morning for 


Mrs. Gosne \] 


was sorry about that. They were one ol 


maple sugar pancakes. 


her specialties. But the scrambled eggs 
with cheese were wonderful, and the 
little biscuits no bigger than a quarter, 
Abby’s mother was a first-class cook, 
but otherwise not a good housekeeper. 
Guests always relaxed happily in this 
house. 

Whipping through the dishes while her 
mother did the upstairs work, Abby, in 
black slacks and a white silk shirt, 
joined Cyril down in the boathouse. Her 
father had left for the city directly after 
breakfast. 

Cyril stood there, his foot disdainfully 
on the rim of the lone small outboard 
that rocked in the 
slip. 

“Want to take a 
run up the lake?” 
asked Abby. 

Laughing shortly, 
Cyril pushed the 
little boat with his 


him say, “ Be seeing Why, in our time, do elves no longer shoe. “In this? 
” play ’ : 
you,” saw him go With gnome and goblin in the shad- Don’t they always 
out the door and ed grove, get stuck when 
down the steps. Nor fairies dance, encompassed you're right in the 
She was alone round with light, middle?” 


with Cyril who stood 
there making card- 
with 


board sounds 


Why, 


thebox in his pocket. longer ride, 


The bee 


angrily against the 


buzzed 
fair, 


, Nor witches 
screen. Abby opened 


the door and shooed 
it out. 
“Cyril—” 


each pie? 


Nor toads, bejeweled, hold court in 
dead of night? 


in our time, do knights no 
In armor bright, to rescue damsels 
roam on broomsticks 


through the sky, 
Nor four and twenty blackbirds fill 


“Not this 
But if you 
want to come 

“Ha,” said Cyril. 
“If you think I'd 
let you go calling on 
that jerk alone.” 

“We won't stay 
long,” promised 
Abby cozily. “* May- 


one. 
don’t 


“Spare me,” said I wish you would explain these be we'll just go past 
Cyril. “If I had any yon added ; and say hello to 
ri oS = To answer queries from a girl — of oe. a 
sense I’d duck out three. him. 
and let you make a “You say hello 


fool of yourself with 
this hillbilly—”’ 

“Oh, he isn’t a hillbilly.” 

“No, that’s the funny part of it. 
Abby, you’re not the girl | thought you 
were.” 

“Darling, I never was.” 

“Never mind the darling stuff. But I 
find that I still have some obligation to 
you. I shall, if it isn’t too much trouble, 
until Monday 
planned.” 

She had about 


heavy sense of responsibility. 


remain morning as I 


forgotte n Cyril’s 

“Oh, mother will love having you,” 
she said truthfully. 

Cyril of course was not yet through 
with the ring. He would show it to Mrs. 
Gosnell, being careful to convey the fact 
that there were as yet no commitments. 
Cyril’s honor, was heavy and 
inflexible. Mrs. Gosnell would look at 
the ring with a phony air of detachment, 
and slide glances at Abby. Her father 
who would have to have his little joke 
(he was getting fat and thought he had 
to be jovial) would say, Wow, that’s a 


too, 


to him.”” He would 
have helped her, but she made him get in 
before she pushed the little boat out of 
the boathouse. When it was clear she 
pulled the cord smartly. The motor 
responded at once. Cyril clutched the 
gunwhale. 

“Tf you weren’t so dumb,” said Cyril 
inaccurately, “you'd realize how corny 
you're being. Poor but honest (if he is 
honest) boy versus rich one who should 
turn out to be a heel.” 

“There you go,” said Abby. They 
were well out in the lake now and she 
was busy steering. “Must you talk about 
your money? And whatever happened 
to that nice girl you met last winter who 
was simply mad about you?” 
he seemed to 
there’s a girl who 
wouldn’t know how to be poor.” 

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” said Abby. 
“If you mean me, I wish you’d stop 
calling us poor just because we don’t 
have a lot of sapphires hanging around.” 
The lake was alive with week-end craft, 
sailboats, motorboats, canoes, every- 


“Tf you mean Jocelyn” 
brighten—*‘ now 
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thing water-borne, and at the tiller Abby 
steered expertly. “We have a perfectly 
good little house in the city. A cottage, 
even if it is falling down, on the prettiest 
lake for miles around. We have an 
almost new car and plenty to eat. 
Anyone who wants more than that is 
a pig.” 

“Okay,” said Cyril, and then more 
sepulchrally, “O- kay.” It was finished. 

She waved to a passing speedboat, 
gave the right-of-way to a sailboat which 
bore down on them from nowhere and 
returned the taunts of the two teen-age 
sailors whose rubber-soled feet clung 
easily to their perilous, tilted deck. 

“The McLean kids,” she explained to 
Cyril. “They won cups last year and 
they’re above themselves.” 

Cyril was not listening. His hand 
firmly on the gunwhale, he had turned 
to look with something like nostalgia at 
the opulent summer places on Monroe 
Point, the kind he was used to. Well, 
he’d be back in the midst of opulence on 
Monday—if he stayed that long. 

Beyond Monroe Point the lakeshore 
was precrpitous and rocky, and almost as 
wild as it had been when these waters 
were a favorite spot of the Indians. In 
a moment they were at the end of the 
lake. Abby swept in close to the shore- 
line where the old Ranlet place marched 
field by field back into the hills. 

Throttling the motor, she drifted up 
to the old crumbling cement breakwater. 
Debris was collected neatly on what had 
once been the lawn, and raw boards 
showed on the front of the weather- 
beaten farmhouse where the porch had 
been. Great ancient trees drooped over 
the mossy roof. Only two or three of the 
fields had been plowed. There was no 
sound from the house. 

“*Let’s tie up and go in,” said Abby, as 
though it were a new idea. Cyril groaned. 

Behind them the lake was busy with 
its water-borne traffic, but here even the 
birds flew silently. 

Conscientious to the last, Cyril 
walked up the pier beside her, protecting 
her. “‘ Keep close to me,” he said. “‘This 
place gives me the creeps.” 


A DRIVEWAY ran around the house 
and ended at an old barnlike structure, 
a carriage house or something. As their 
feet touched the thinned-out gravel, Don 
Matthews appeared in the doorway of 
the barn. Abby sighed. The Ranlet 
place was not gloomy at all. It was sweet 
and romantic. 

“Hello, Abby,” he said. She might 
easily have imagined it all—his steady 
blue gaze, his special awareness of her, 
his acceptance of the fact that there was 
no need for them to hurry. It was all 
true. They had begun and they knew 
where they were going .. . 

“Hello,” he said to Cyril, not re- 
membering the name. “If you two will 
wait a sec, I’m finishing up the last of the 
berries and we can all load them in the 
wagon.” 

“1 knew I shouldn’t have come,” said 
Cyril. 

“And then I’Il show you around.” 

“Of course we'll help,” said Abby, 
following him into the dim barn where a 
worktable had been set up. “It must be 
tough running a farm all by yourself.” 
There were books at the public library on 
farming. 

“Thousands of dollars,” said Cyril, 
peering in, “have been lost by people 
trying to runa farm alone.” 

“Yeah,” said Don Matthews. Deftly 


he packed strawberries into boxes. 


“You can lose your shirt.” 

“You’re almost bound to the first 
year,” said Don. “Then, if you’re lucky, 
you buy a new one the next year.” 

Only Abby laughed. 

“Without seasonal help,” stated Cyril, 
“you can’t—” 

“Oh, I have seasonal help lined up. 
Almost got in a jam for next week 
though.” He wiped his hands on a piece 
of cloth and smiled at Abby. It had 
nothing to do with what he was saying. 
“The high school kids I had lined up for 
the peas are all up in the valley picking 
cherries—everything’s popping at once 
with this early heat. A couple more days 
of hot sun could ruin my peas but”—he 
put the cloth down—‘some friends of 
mine have volunteered to help out. 
They’re coming this afternoon, I hope.” 

She didn’t even know where he had 
been to school. Obviously he had been. 

“Tf you’re a third-generation farmer,” 
said Cyril, “I should think you’d know a 
lot of farm hands—” 

“Oh, I can’t bring them down here— 
my father says never take workers out of 
their territory when they’re busy. We’re 
from up country, you know.” 

“No,” said Cyril politely. “I didn’t 
know.” 

“Slide it on the floor of the station 
wagon,” said Don, thrusting the big 
tray of boxes at Cyril. “Don’t bang it 
down.” 

“Oh,” said Cyril. “Don’t bang it 
down.” He looked at his clean sport 
shirt, he looked at Abby and marched 
out to where the station wagon was 
parked in the driveway. The back seats 
had been removed and it made a fine 
little truck. Abby helped. 

When the trays were all in, flat on the 
floor, Don said, “Now Ill give you a 
quick take of the place.” 

He loved his shabby old farm, and 
Abby loved it. Cyril did not, as he 
trailed them doggedly. She saw the 
great shining all-purpose tractor, she 
stood where sometime he was going to 
put in a retaining wall against the 
spring floods . . . here he planned to 
put in a flagstone terrace where the 
porch had been, and no, on second 
thought they could not go in the house 
today ... not a cow in sight.. 
maybe she would not have to learn to 
milk. 

Abby was following eagerly toward 
the stand of sugar maples which had 
not been tapped when they should, with 
Don saying over his shoulder, “Look 
out for the—” 

But it was too late. With a great 
splintering of wood half of Abby dis- 
appeared and she clung, astonished, to 
the frail rim of wood which threatened 
to drop the rest of her into what may 
have been a bottomless pit. 

Don took only two strides to reach 
her. He threw himself on the ground 
and put his arms around what remained 
of her above ground and shouted at 
Cryil, “Get a rope—in the barn—step 
on it.” 

Cyril stepped on it. 

Securely, oh so safely, Don held her. 
Their faces were close together. Slowly, 
almost involuntarily, their faces moved 
closer. They kissed. 

“You're the loveliest thing God ever 
made,” said Don reverently. 

“I’m so glad. You know we almost 
missed each other.” 

“Oh, no. It had to be this way. You 
understand, don’t you, that for days 
I’ll be tied up here, except when I’m 
delivering 
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“Tf,” panted Cyril, “‘you have any 


more boobytraps around this joint, 


you'd better mark them.” 


“1 du.” 


into Abby’s eyes. “I had shingles piled. 


Don looked reproachfully 
You should never step on loose shingles.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said, and whispered, 
“darling.” 

He forgave her as he would forgive 
her anything. And then, the rope looped 
under her arms, both of them lifting her, 
they had her up on the ground. Her 
slacks were torn, one leg was bleeding, 
and Abby looked as though the most 
wonderful thing in the world had 
happened to her. 

Examining her superlative tanned leg 


the two men clucked like roosters over 


the deep scratch. Don said, ‘Run 
upstairs and get my first-aid—no, I'll 
yet it.” 

““Yes,” said Cyril. “You.” 

Don stood up. He kicked at the 


rotten splintered framework, and said, 
“My father says that one of the first 
things you have to look out for in old 
barnyards are the well holes.” 

“Your father,” 
“must be quite a characte i 

“Well, no one called him a 


character before. But he’s quite a guy 


said Cyril bitterly, 


ever 
if that’s what you mean.” 
**It isn’t,” 


For a 


said Cyril. 


moment Don’s face was 


Then he 


ioward the house for the first-aid kit. 


‘angerous. laughed and ran 


WHEN ABBY limped into the house 
and said to her mother, “T fell into a 
well,” her mother laughed in disbelief, 
until she saw her child’s leg. 

‘I thought you 
And, as Abby explained, Mrs. Gosnell 


were in the boat!” 


began, at last, to take an interest in Don 
Matthews. 


“This farmer,” she said, asking a 
mother’s natural first question, “is he 
married?” 

“Oh, no,” said Abby happily. “‘Not 

99 


yet. 
“Cyril,” wailed Mrs. Gosnell unjustly, 


I’ve always thought you were so 
dependable.” 

“Oh, I’m dependable enough. But 
this other I¢ rk— You'll unde rstand, Mrs. 
Gosnell”—Cyril looked with a certain 
imount of irritation around the small 
living room—‘that unforeseen circum- 
tances make it necessary for me to go 
iome. Thank you very much for 

“Oh, Cyril dear,” said Mrs. Gosnell. 
‘Come with me for a moment, will you? 
there’s a little 


ould do for me.” 


something I wish you 


And, as 
s Cellophane, she drew Cyril into the 


Then 


by walked out 


transparent 


nitchen. voices were a murmur. 
on the porch, 
tretched with abandon and dropped 
wn on the glider where she buried her 
tatic face in a pillow. 
Being Saturday her father came home 
uly. He was apprehended in the rear of 
¢ cottage as he st pped out of his car. 


Abby 


magazine she had been trying to read, 


till on the glider lowered the 


nd listened without guilt. 
sometimes happens when a girl is 
too brilliant.” 


wah wah always a rock of sense, 


“ 


wah wah wah—kind of go along 
vith her 


' 
| hrowing 


” 


wah, wah . . 
back her 
aughed soundlessly. 
very Sunday the Gosnells went to 
he little white church at the Point. 
( vril, who seemed to have given up the 


head 


Abby 


ca of returning home before Monday, 
ore a stubborn brisk and quite un- 
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natural cheerfulness, as he acompanied 
They were all very tender with 
Abby, as though she had been ill. She 


observed them in a detached and amused 
way. 


them. 


Dinner over, her father who hated 
dishes, tied an apron around his ample 
middle and dismissed them all, even his 
wife. He could not bear to have his 
wife upset about anything and his idea of 
consoling her was to see that she had 
nothing to do but worry. 

Directly to the boathouse went Abby. 
Cyril was at her heels. 

“Bodyguard?” she asked sweetly as 
she unfastened the boat. 

“You know what I think?” said Cyril. 
“T think we ought to look in on young 
Matthews and see if his help arrived.” 

“You're cute 


You don’t have to come, you 


.” said Abby in a wither- 
ing voice. “ 
know.” 
“Oh, I can hardly wait.” 
His humor was heavy, but he meant 


well. She was stuck with him, until 
Monday. And he would be all right. 
Once he was away from here he could 
begin thinking of the Jocelyn person 


who certainly appreciated his worth. 

Long before they were close enough to 
tie up at the old cement dock they saw 
the figures moving in the field behind the 
farmhouse. It was permissible to work on 
Sunday in order to save a crop. 

“Get a load of the farm hands, will 
you?” said Cyril in a low voice. 

She had already got a load of them. 
There were three besides Don. A large 
pale man who moved ponderously in the 
heat. He wore grey pants too small for 
him and on his head a lady’s straw hat. 
Nearer to them was a tall leathery 
individual who struck a self-conscious 
pose as soon as he saw them. But the 
gnarled, bowed little man working close 
to Don was the prize package. 

“If that one,” said Cyril, “doesn’t 
have a knife stuck into his sock or belt 
he should have es 

The thing that confused Abby was 
their Don had said they were 
friends Don could not be more 


You could tell. The old 


party who moved along his row with a 


ages. 
f his. 


than 23 or 24, 


kind of pontifical deliberation must be 
50 if he was a day. The tall one wasn’t 
that old, but he was no kid either. And 
the sinister-looking one would not look 
any different when he was a hundred. 

Sut they were friends of Don. Abby 
smiled firmly at them. 

She liked the way Don finished the 
row before dumping his sack and ap- 
proaching them. He looked tired. But 
a farmer would often look tired. 

“Don’t you want me to get you some 
water or something?” she asked. He was 
wiping his sunburned face with what, not 
long ago, had been a clean handkerchief. 

“No. 
this storm breaks. You must be crazy,” 


I want you to get home before 


he said to Cyril, “to bring her out on the 
lake with those thunderheads piling up.” 

‘*That makes three of us crazy then,” 
said Cyril. “I see your—er—friends 
arrived.” 

“Yeah. Look at them—three old 
faithfuls. They’ve been at it since 
five o'clock.” 

“Not exactly my idea of farmers.” 

“No. Not exactly.’ 

“I saw a movie once,” said Cyril, 
“with a gang of thugs in it. Your helpers 
are the spitting image of them.” 

““No kidding,” said Don. 

He bent to examine Abby’s leg on 
which her mother had put a small fresh 
said, 


bandage, straightened up and 
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“Good. No infection. I keep looking 
up the lake to where your cottage is.” 
“Yes.” said Abby. Maybe they were 
thugs, these friends of his, but he was 
not. And if he had made undesirable 
acquaintances, that could be fixed . . 

Most of these,” said Don, indicating 
the bushels of peas, “go into the public 
market, but I’m going to deliver a few 
around the lake. I'll stop by with some 
for your mother tomorrow.” 

“What time?” asked Abby. 

“As early as I can.” 

The sun disappeared behind crackling 
clouds as they sped up the lake. Cyril 
spoke once. “Very fishy,” he said and 
the rest of the time was busy worrying 
about pneumonia and the rain. The rain 
had hit them like a blow. 


WHEN ABBY wakened on Monday 
morning Cyril had left with her father 
for the city and, she hoped, to contact 
Jocely n. 
spared a farewell to Cyril. With his big 


She was glad she had been 


handsome sapphire he had gone out of 
her life, and he was no doubt thanking 
his lucky stars this minute that he had 
been saved from a marriage worse than 
death. 

In shorts and halter she went to the 
boathouse after breakfast to bail out 
the boat. Also to escape her mother’s 
wisdom. 

Mrs. Gosnell was taking the Right 
Attitude. Not a word of criticism, nor a 
mention of the farmer. What she said 
was that wealth was a great responsi- 
bility. That it was not easy to admini- 
ster the duties of a large fortune, and 
that only a_ person of intelligence 
could do it. In a way intelligence was 
as important as beauty. Abby said 
for her mother not to buy too much 
from their regular vegetable man this 
morning, they were going to have some 
marvelous peas for dinner tonight. 

“Peas?” said Mrs. Gosnell as though 
she had never heard of them. 

That was when Abby went out 
quickly to the boathouse. 

The lake was quiet with Monday 
four - o'clock - in - the - afternoon 
stillness when the station wagon ground 
to a stop and honked loudly outside. If 
her mother had been asleep she was a 
wonder because she was at the back door 
almost as promptly as Abby herself. 

“Mr. Matthews,” cried her mother. 
None of Abby’s friends was ever called 
mister by her mother. “Abby has been 
telling us about you!” 

In a becoming blue linen dress Abby 
hovered on airy feet. Her mother was at 
her gayest and most cordial. The peas 
were really something, such fat little 
pods, quite as superior as the berries. 
And then she invited Don to dinner. 

He had to look at Abby before he 
answered and they became lost in one 
another’s eyes until Mrs. Gosnell’s 
bright laugh recalled them. 

“Oh,” said Don, with a bemused 
smile, “thank you very much. Wednes- 
day would be fine.” 

With things this way they could 
easily wait until Wednesday. The 
station wagon roared away and Abby 
threw her arms around her mother. 

“I don’t think I ever appreciated 
you,” she cried. “All the rest of my life 
I'll make it up to you. Isn’t he sweet?” 

“Oh, yes,” said her mother. “Very 
sweet. And I feel so sorry for him. He’s 
kind of undernourished looking—as 
though he didn’t have the proper food 
while he was growing up.” 

Abby withdrew her arms. Don Mat- 


thews was thin but not in the lea 
undernourished looking. She went awa 

There were two days to be liv. 
through, and Abby slept. That is, s! 
washed her hair and put it up in bob! 
pins and took a nap on the glider. § 
went swimming and took a nap on t! 
dock. She painted her nails and f 
asleep on her bed. Two nights in a ro 
she retired as soon as it was dark a: 
slept like the dead. As though all hi 
life she had been rushing and searchin 
and now at last could relax. On Wedn« 
day she was as alive as if she wer 
brand-new. 

It was five-thirty when her father’ 
car rolled into the driveway. Knowin; 
very well it was not the station wagon 
she ran anyway. It was necessary to run 

In the front seat beside her father sat 
Cyril, 

“Cyril, darling,” she cried with honest 
pleasure, not caring why he was here. 
Everyone was welcome. She kissed her 
father and might have kissed Cyril with 
a kind of blanket goodwill, but he 
backed away in cold reproof. 

“Fallen down any more wells?” he 
asked, and laughed nastily as he brushed 
past her. Why, thought Abby, you'd 
think he had me in his power, Mrs. 
Gosnell was not surprised to see Cyril. 
Mr. Gosnell tried, excitedly, to explain 
how he had almost passed up Cyril at 
the bus stop, received a look from his 
wife, blinked and subsided. 

Abby looked quik tly at the three of 
them, turned and walked down to the 
dock. The sun was setting in all the 
appropriate colors, and she stared 
sombrely at it, until she heard the 
station wagon. She ran to meet it, 
wishing she could climb in and they 
could be on their way. But not yet. It 
was not the thing for them. 


IN WHAT was obviously his best beige 
sweater, a clean shirt and nicely pressed 
Both her 
hands were ready for his and he glanced 
behind him at the cottage as he took 
them. She shook her head and he said, 
“Okay. Later,” which made her a little 
dizzy. 

Together they walked around to the 
porch and up the steps. Don Matthews 


slacks Don stepped down. 


saw nothing peculiar in the over- 
whelming cordiality with which he was 
Abby did. She smoldered, 
and sat close beside him for all to see. 

They talked. Innocently Don sipped 
his drink and said to Mr. Gosnell, “ First 
rate, sir. I’ve never tasted better.”” With 
a sarcastic laugh, quite foreign to him, 
her father said dryly, “Thank you 
People seem to like them.” 

“*I don’t care,” said Abby to herself as 
they went in to dinner, “what his table 
manners are like. And if anyone,” she 
assured herself fiercely, ““so much as 
smiles 


greeted. 


But Don Matthews’ manners were 
not a matter for amusement. Somewhere 
along the way he had learned what he 
needed to know. And he answered their 
questions readily about the farm, about 
what he planned to do eventually on the 
Ranlet place. 

“I get quite a kick,” he said, carving 
his portion of broiled chicken easily, 
“out of making a profit on my straw 
berries. A small one, but not bad for th« 
first year.” 

“So now you’re all set,” said Cyril 
“It makes you practically solvent 
doesn’t it?” 

Abby looked quickly at him, saw h 
cool hard stare on Don and turned to 
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ping. No storing away. No mothball, no cam- 


look at Don. Her heart sank. Cyril 
knew something, and Don was wonder- 
ing how much he knew. Oh, but it could 
not be anything bad. It could not be. 

Having said this much Cyril went on 
eating. He had fired the first shot and 
plainly was going to wait until dinner 
was over. Then he would tell all. You 
could depend on him to tell all. 

The orange meringue had been pro- 
nounced perfect and eaten to the last 
spoonful. “Coffee on the porch,” said 
Mrs. Gosnell grandly. She looked at 
Don in some resentment. He had picked 
up the heavy tray from the side table 
and was waiting for them to precede 
him. He had overextended himself and 
he was sorry, but he could not very well 
drop the tray. Abby smiled reassuringly 
at him and followed the others. Don 
came out and put the tray on a small 
coffee table. 

Lighting a casual cigarette, blowing a 
thin stream of smoke, Cyril said, “You 
did that well, Matthews. Almost as 
thought you had been taught by an 
expert.” 

“Well,” said Don, “I suppose I was.” 

‘All you had to do,” said Cyril, “was 
watch Riggs, wasn’t it?” 

“Riggs,” said Don to Abby, “was the 
fat one with the straw hat.” 

“Riggs,” said Cyril positively, “is the 
Matthews’ butler.” 

“1 do hope,” said Mrs. Gosnell, 
sitting down behind the coffee table, 
“that this is strong enough. Butler? 
Whose butler?” 

“And the other two,” said Cyril to 
Abby, “‘in case you’re interested, were 
the Matthews’ chauffeur and gardener. 
Under-gardener I should say. The head 
gardener could hardly be expected to 
leave the Matthews specimen roses for 
garden peas.” 

“Do you take sugar?” asked Abby, 
handing Don one of the small cups. 

“No sugar,” said Don, and touched 
her hand before taking it. 

“] don’t either,” said Abby. 

“Quite an act he put on,” said Cyril. 
** About a man finding a job he liked and 
then making a go of it—on his own.” 

“I’m on my own,” said Don, sipping 
his coffee. “‘Completely.” 

“And it was a nice break for him,” 
Cyril’s voice was louder, “to have a 
whole household staff to call on in a 
pinch. Anyone can pick peas. What he 
would have done if his family hadn’t 
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been in South America looking for a house 
to live in, so he could use the staff—but 
they'll be going to South America too. 
Anthony T. Matthews, who is to be our 
next ambassador to one of those 
countries down there, is none other than 
our friend’s father here 

“Hardly the picture you gave me, 
dear,” Mr. Gosnell said reproachfully to 
his wife. “Kind of an adventurer, you 
said, posing as a farmer 

“In a way,” said Mrs. Gosnell with 
pale gaiety, “he is. But’’—she shook her 


ya | 
a 
-» | 
ey finger at Don- 
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knew she wouldn’t care.” 

“Care!” cried Cyril. “The only 
reason she looked at you was because she 
was carried away by all that talk about 
security and confidence and ability! 
Sure you’ve always been farmers—you 
own about 15,000 acres of the best land 
in the country and pour money into it as 
a hobby, 
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and probably lose millions—” 
said Don hotly. 
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“Once ina while we lose a little because 


father likes to experiment. 
, ; 
“Of course,” murmured Abby, besid 


> P ” i 
him on the glider. ““That’s what makes 
good farmers, exper—” 


“Abby!” 
She jumped, tore her eyes from Don 
and looked in amazement at yril. 


“You're not listening. You haven't 


heard a word | said.” 


“Oh, ves I have, Cyril. You 


1 » ! 
talking about money. But you're always 


were 


talking about money.” 


“Yes—and this guy’s family could 
buv and sell mine—they’ve had it since 


the vear one and you hate money. 

“Oh, no,” said Abby. “I don’t hate tt. 
I just don’t think it makes any 
She Don. “Onc 


way or the other.” 


dil- 
ference.” smiled at 
Cyril clapped a hand to his harassed 


forehead. “She’s been giving me the 


” 


brush-off because 
“Cyril dear, Mrs. Gosnell. 
“You ought to know that Abby is too 
intelligent to marry for—” 
“Don't Pa | 


cric¢ 
muttered, ““That wrist-wa 


” 


said 


Cyril. Lie 


ch of his, the 


say it, 


The Silver Wand 


Continued from page 39 


David had started it early in 
| 


bras! if- 


name. 
their acquaintance out of 
reverence for the wife of his employer 
because he was gay and young and had 
liked her, and she had heard it softer 
into syllables of awe, and warm into 
David .. 
now, while she sat in this inane tearoon 

And why did a woman nearing 40 yearn 


for youth and gaiety 


tenderness. where was he 


and charming 


brashness . . . and tenderness? Think- 
ing of David, she glanced up and caught 
the transcendent 
mother-in-law’s face, and the 


happiness of her 
sadistic 
part of her mind began to work again as 
it had so short a time ago, and shx 
couldn’t stop it. Supposing she were to 
say, “I’m going to divorce your son, 
mother, so this will be the last 


will time 
you'll ever visit your Silver Grille. 


I’m 
going to divorce your son, not only be- 
cause he has been unfaithful to me, but 
because he has grown into a 
to me. I’m going to marry a man that 
I shall have to support, but it will be a 


stranger 


good investment because he will give me 
love again.” 

She laid her hand over the old one 
lying on the polished surface of the table, 
wishing for a cigarette, something to give 
her attention to—anything, just so she 
wouldn’t have to look into the trusting 
face of Horace’s mother. The happiness 
She said, 
picking up the menu with her free hand, 
“None of these little 
sandwiches for us today. 
what about having the 
Shopper’s Lunch? How does that strike 
you?” 

“Sounds good to me. I like cold roast 
beef better than hot. Always did, since 
I was a girl. Pony does too—or used to 
Does he still?’ 

“Horace? I don’t know, mother. Now 
if I can just catch the eye of one of these 
efficient little bees that buzz about 

“Let’s not hurry, Marcey. The longer 
I can sit here and look around at folks, 
the better it’ll suit me. You’re so nice to 
be with too, Marcey. I feel like I could 
Say most anything to you, and if | ever 


was still on it, mercifully. 
postage stamp 
Since we're 
shoppers, 





he talked, but,” 


, 


haircut, the way 
said sternly to Mrs. Gosnell, “it was you 
idea to have me check up on him.” 
Abby blushe d s¢ arle t.““Oh,”’ she moar 
ed to Don, “‘to think they’d do that.” 
“Darling,” Don put his arm aroun 
her, “it’s all right. We'll do the san 
thing when our kids are old enough 
start falling in love.” 
“Never,” said Abby. 
“Yes, we will. And” 


“it we t 


he pull d hi 


closer ever get a minute alor 


together, there are so many things 


* said Abt i 


‘I'd better tell you now,’ 
“T vraduated cum laude—” 
“Never mind,” 
“You can’t help that either.” ‘ 
“This breeze from the lake,” said M; i 
Gosnell rising. “I think I'll take n 


inside.” 


said Don soothing! 


cotlec 
**Perhaps, Cyril, 
good enough to drive me to th 


” 


. “ 
said somcor 


“Vou bet,” said Mr. Gosne ll prompt! 
He stood 
They 
creaked 


silence. + 


up and put his cup on the table, 
went in. Behind them the glider 


I he 


harply rest W 


| once, 


| { 


necded help, I believe I'd go to you first 
ol anybody, what do you think of that 
Even before Horace. Maybe I shouldn't 
that, I think more of 
you, al than anybody.” 

“Why, mother. Why, darling. Ot 
I’m glad Marcia floundered, 
g a little in spite of herself. “* But 
you know that 
| in the 


but I guess 


Say 


out, 


course 
st ifit 
Horace would do any- 
world for you. If he has 
a SO here, it belongs to you.” 
‘Horace,” Mrs. Rand stated firmly, 


And he is taken up with 
t 


it spot anyw 
I 


“is a man, 
men’s things. You can’t ¢ xpect a man to 
like a And 


Clara’s my own and I love he i. she isn’t 


so much my daugl 


feel woman does. while 


iughter as she is those 
children’s mother. She doesn’t have much 
time for me, like you do. Maybe you 
just take the time, I don’t know.”” She 
smiled mistily. “It’s nice to have some- 
hold on to, Marcey . 

Some day, Marcia thought bleakly, 
she wouldn’t be there for the old lady to 
Then what? What indeed? 


would still be 


QI ” 
body to 


cling to. 


There Clara, with her 


increasing brood of children and_ her 


good-natured husband who drank too 
couldn’t 
and Horace 


much because he raise them 


properly ... Horace, alone, 
eating it 
and sleeping it like a man obsessed, with 
Or 


Stalter and 
daughter-in- 


growing into his business, 
less and less time for his mother. 
marry Catherine 


Rand 


And such being the case 


would he 


give Mrs. 
law? 


another 





though 
it was hard to imagine—would Catherine 
Stalter take Mother Rand to the Silver 
Grille, sit with her like 
to the loneliness that only the 
> 


nd listen 


heart of 


this, i 


an old woman knows: 
At that she, 
Marcia, David 


Lindstrom, still mistress of her house, 


particular moment, 


would be married to 


PREG oe ER ee eR 


because it was hers and not Horace’s, 
and she would still be the same woman 
except for a brief exchange of husbands. 
But the simple expedient of the exchang ' 
would mean, Marcia knew, that sh« 
cut herself off from Mothe 
Rand with a devastating permanence 
Even though Mrs. Rand’s 
might ride out the storm, David woul 


would 


devotior 


be annoyed at any continuance of th 
relationship. He had small patien 


with old people. Last night when hi 
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Ea 


“There’s a 


had had a 
moment alone with him in the library. 
lle had touched her cheek, looked at her 
with “ Poor 
Marcey, with an ancient mother-in-law 
underfoot! 
that I’m an orphan even though | 
haven't got a nickel in the bank? I'll 


make 


Decause 


had come for dinner, she 


whimsical tenderness. 


Darling, aren’t you glad 


a much better husband for you, 


while you’ re to have so 


sweet 
much money, I’m sweet not to have a 
mothe: “ 

For once his charm had failed to 
touch her. She have moved away fron 
him, thinking of the little shaking head 
with the silver hair parted in the middle, 


the little eager She had said, 


to come visiting 


face 


“Mrs. Rand is no hardship, David; let 


me set you straight on that. For 15 
years I’ve looked forward to her visits. 
We're extremely fond of each other 


“Well, 


thought you were just being sweet to 


bless my soul, darling! | 


her. After all, you’re sweet to everybody 


even to the old boy, darn him. 


Marcey, if only you wouldn’t be sweet to 
him-—-in front of me—” 
The old boy. Horace. Horace was 42 


David’s 31. Whoever 


would have supposed that some day a 


and as fit as 


younger man would be calling Pony 
Rand the old boy? 

There were times when she resented 
David’s charming but rather heavv- 
footed intrusion into the still private 


reserves of her marriage or her 


memories—and last night had been one 


of them. Horace had suddenly seemed as 
defenseless and lonely as his mother 
did now, in spite of Catherine Stalter... 
The neat little waitress was standing 
beside their table, with her pad and 
pencil poised. Marcia brought herself up 


ith a start, smiled apologetically, and 
dered two Shopper’s Lunches, coffec 
Mrs. Rand settled back 


n her chair to wait in deep content. 


with the meal. 


woman at the 
table behind us,” she whispered loudly. 


real pretty 


I 


It was odd, Marcia thought, how age 
gz 


Mother 


Rand had a much more appreciative eye 


xwecame so compl tely sexless. 


woman than she had for a 
handsome man. She moved in a world 
of her own kind now; men had filled a 


lor a prett 


need in her life when she was young and 
vital, but when the need was over and 
the life 


shadows on a screen to her, and it was 


was nearly done, they were 
women she yearned toward, depended 
Except for Horace— Horace was 

man to Mrs. Rand. She had 
produced him and he was still her littl 


upon, 
never a 


boy for all his importance, a child to be 
cosseted, fussed over, and scolded oc- 


casionally. It was rather fun to see them 


ether, Horace, tall and tlat-bodied 
1 “ie 
ly carved head, his cold 


ith his clean 
face, and that ever-present white edging 
on his waistcoat, backing up in simulated 
terror when his mother chided him about 
working too hard and too long. Horace, 
laughing again, looking warmly human, 
as he swooped the little woman off her 
fect, and saying, “‘ Mother, mother, there 
was never anybody like you in all the 
I love you.” And then always 
and always, turning to her when he 


world! 


sensed her watching, with his face cold 
against her, the face he presented to his 
wife and the rest of the world except his 
mother, and perhaps Catherine Stalter. 

*“She’s lovely, but not the way you 
are,” Mrs. Rand stated firmly. 

“Wi 0, mother?” 

“Why, the woman behind us. Don’t 
look now. She looks like an actress, but 


you—you look like a queen, Marcey.” 


Chat 
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Marcia expelled her breath. The name 
of Catherine Stalter still 
physical illness in her when she thought 
of it. 


time, could make her stop remembering 


caused a 
Perhaps David could cure her in 


the first magic years before the inexor- 
able business claimed her young husband 
and the light went out for both of them, 
could make her forget the name of a 
woman who had succeeded where she 
had failed. 

In a suddenly painful moment, sh 
wished that she might see Horace witt 
Catherine Stalter, just once; she wanted 
just one fleeting glimpse of his face 
looking Catherine Stalter 
through candlelight, so that she could 


across at 


see Llorace again as he used to be, and 
rome mber him SO. ‘| here wasa time wh n 
he had been gay, too, with a young, 
turned-up mouth, and eyes that were 
soft in candlelight ... 

She wrinkled her nose. “You're a 
little on the prejudiced side today 
darling. I’m sure nobody but you could 
possibly think I looked like a—queen.” 

“Why they do too! Horace does. He 
always swelled up like a pouter pigeon 
when he was going to take you any 
place, those first years after you got 
married. ‘Mother,’ he’d say to me, 
‘tonight I'll be with the world’s loveliest 
woman. I don’t know how I ever got 
her, but I did. What did she ever see in 
me?’ He was a funny one. That 
reminds me, Marcey. I always wanted 
to ask you. What did you see in that 
boy of mine?” 

And what could she say to his mother? 
That he had been indisputably hers 
from the moment he had pulled himself 
up out of the water like a brown seal to 
the raft where she’d been sitting, and he 
had shyly, “Well, hello! 
I'm Pony Rand, and I’m a guest here, 
are you?” She’d wanted to answer him 
even then, “Yes, darling, I’m a guest 
here, and I’m so glad you are because | 
love you and I shall love you all my 
life.’ You couldn’t explain things like 
that to a man’s mother. Nor could you 


said almost 


say, “He was my lover and my child 
I remember the way his 
hair fell down over one eye and I had to 
sit on my hands so I wouldn’t be forever 
smoothing it back 

What did I see in Horace, mother? 
Don’t questions that I can’t 
answer when I’ve made up my mind to 


him. 


always, always 


ask me 


teare 

She flashed a smile. “‘There was only 
one Pony in those days. Who should 
know that better than you? And after a 
while he stopped being Pony and grew 
up into Horace but still—but still... 
Mother, he’d never tell me how he got 
that ridiculous nickname.” 

““My stars, now why wouldn’t he?” 
The old woman’s eyes widened and 
then her face wreathed with the softness 
of remembering. ‘‘He was such a cute 
little boy. Had such round tan little 
legs. He couldn’t talk very plain until he 
irve or six, you know, and he 
had a habit of riding an old broom, just 
lived to ride that old broom around and 
around the back yard. And he’d yell, 
‘Get out of my way, everybody, here 
comes Horsie’—because his name was 
Horace, you see—and he’d go galar- 
rupping around and around with Clara 
after him. They always were together 
in those days. And one time Dad said to 
him, said, ‘You don’t look like a horsie 
to me, son. You're too little. You look 
more like a pony.’ And for some reason 
that pleased him. He squealed and 
said, ‘All right then, I’m a pony. Pony 


was 
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INGERSOLL” 


a cheese for every taste 


Picnic or | 


Picnic Style 
Ingersoll Cheeseburger 


Broil or fry hamburger patties. Place 
on split buns; top with slice of Jngersoll 
Rideau Cheese —plain or pimiento. 
Place under broiler until Rideau melts. 
Serve with sliced onion and sweet 


pickle relish. 


Party Style — Ingersoll Sandwich Variety 


Spread 3 slices with Ingersoll 
Malted Cheese. Put together like 
4-decker sandwich. Press firmly. 
Wrap in waxed paper, cover with 
damp towel and chill. To serve, 
cut in thin slices. 

Cheese Rounds: Cut slices of bread 
into small rounds with a biscuit 
cutter. Top with a spoonful of 


Ingersoll Old Oxford Cheese. 


Cornucopias: Spread thin slices of 
fresh bread with Ingersoll Snappy 
Pimiento Cheese; roll into cone 
shape. 

Pin Wheels: Cut thin slices of fresh 
bread lengthwise of loaf. Spread 
with Ingersoll Snappy Cheese 
(plain). Roll jelly-roll fashion; chill 
and cut in thin slices. 

Ribbon Sandwiches: Trim crusts 
from 4 slices of whole wheat bread. 


Some folks like their sandwiches husky — some 
like them dainty. But everyone likes the delicious 
sandwich variety you can get with Ingersoll 
Cheese. You'll find an Ingersoll Cheese for every 
occasion, every taste. Each has a distinctive 
and delicious flavor. Enjoy the wholesome qua- 
lity of good ingredients blended by experts of 
dairyland. Always ask for Jngersoll. 
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When MINUTES Count 





“It'll take more than a split-second exposure 


to stop these bathing beauties!” 


SHE: “Relax, darling, I'm giving the tub an 
‘Old Dutch treatment’ right now. 
HE: Just be sure you get it really shinin 


After what I’m going through, I want this 
picture to be perfect! 


SHE: Never fear! Chasing dirt is what 


Old Dutch’s Seismotite does best. And 


look, the greasy bathtub ring is dissolved 
already! 
HE: Hurray! And now if you'll take charge 
of these two wild Indians, I'll focus the 
camera. 


SHE: We'll soon be ready to pose! So, don’t 
forget when you shoot, credit for this pice 
ture goes to Old Dutch Cleanser!” 


4.205 Tests* Proved 


Old Dutch Cleanser 
FASTEST -LASEST 


Ae leading 
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CLEANSER us 
we 


PU misuse 
AND PROVED 
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When minutes count, make Old Dutch Cleanser 
your choice for faster, easier cleaning! Count the 
minutes you save on sinks, tubs, pans —thanks to 
Old Dutch’s special combination of a fast grease- 
dissolver plus dirt-erasing Seismotite. ‘Wonder- 
fully easy on the hands, too! 


* Cleansers widely known in the U.S 


were tested on greasy, 


and Canada 
. And Old Dutch 


soiled surface 
cleaned fastest, easiest of all! 





Lésten TO NICK CARTER 


Every Sunday on Mutual. See 
newspaper for time and station 


MAN? 
IN CANADA 








Look out everybody, 
Rand.’ We laughed 


and started calling hi 


Rand, that’s me. 


here comes Pony 
Pony and alter 


It’s 





that everybody in town did. too bad 


that nobody calls him that any more. 
But | man in 


pusiness, 


for a successtiul 


ruess 
1 i 2 | 
Pony wouldn't be so good, 


after all. ; 
“No,” Marcia said. “‘No, of course It 


j I 
} 


| back there 


Idn’ ) : 1 
wouldn't. Pony Is way 
1 

line and Horace Is 


And 


tl 


somewhere along th 
Midwest Electric. 
two different people, me 
why Mare y, don’t 


Pon 
ony. 


president ol 
they’ re ier. 
“Two different 


think it! 


Horace ts 


you He’s 
older and a little more serious, maybe, 
but he still needs a scolding once In a 
while. And yet he’s a good boy, too.” 

Horace’s wife was! "t lister one 
was trying to picture a little Ie vith 


rounded sturdy legs riding a broomstick. 


lL, |} “wold } { nd 
Horace, with his cold, chiseled tace, ane 


the white piping around his waistcoat 
: : ' : cu 
riding a broomstick! The brown boy on 


Li | 
the raft could have done 





belore, the boy who hn cried in her 

} +} } | | } | 
arms when his father | ed and had 
not Deen ashamed. The boy who had 


said, “I 


marry me. 


neead you, Marcia, SO ple ise 


You're lousy with money, 


and | haven't got a cent now put I i} 

have. You wait and see I'll K and 

lll match you penny for penny, doilar 

for dollar—only, Marcia, do me a favor 
j ) > 

ang Marry me, Will VOU picast 2CCA USL 


I can’t get along if you « 


And there had been ist one answer 


to give I 

She hadn’t known that | ild climb 
so hard and so fast, and ‘ she 
searched her mind she kn« it she 
hadn’t wanted him to « nb ohne 
had more than enough money for b« 
of them. Pony had turned pale w rshe 
had asked him to share it 
the subsequent contempt on his tact 


} id stung her to anger. “But t’s so 
ridiculous for you to go to that p 

little job every morning! Think of the 
places we could go, the things we could 
do! But we re Stuck here ¢ se ol 
you and your stupid job! What do they 
pay you, 9U a week? My | rd, il it’ 


money you want 
“Don’t say "a 


“Don’t say it, or I'll walk out 


house.”” For a moment they had stared 
at each other with fright in their eve . 
and then Pony had sat down and put 
his tace in his hands. “I can’t 
expect you to understand, I guess. You 


I 1 14 -2 
never faced reality in your life. But this 








little piddling job as you call it, is just 
the difference between self-respect and 
the lack of it. It’s the most important 
n the world to me, but don’t ever 
nk it has to tie you down. You can 

ZO where you | ke ie 
In the third vear of ther marriage, 


she had bought the house on the island 


a long weathered-shingled cottage with 


roses clambering over It, anda low rool, 
But Horace 


described it. 


was unimpressed when sh« 


“As long as 


I 
| 
I 


you were set on 
In't you have got 
| ( yuld nave 
) : 
I isked her. 


he had 
I « in't move the island! 


a summer pl ice, COU 


one a littie closer, so seen 


you once in a while 
**But darling, 
I’ve spent my 


summers there since I was 


a ¢ Id, and it’s in my blood. 

[hat first year he had come up for his 
two-week vacation and she herself had 
seen the tiredness drop away trom him 


he swam and fished and lay in the sun. 


he left, his eyes were wistful, as 

ugh he didn’t want to leave her ind 
ack to tl » that was the most 
mportant tl nth rid to him. But 


by then, Horace was making $150 a 
week, and his career had begun in 
earnest. So she let him go with the 
wistfulness looking out of his eyes, but 
he would never know how close she came 
to going back with him. She had wished 
many times in the years that followed 
that she had listened to the lonesome cry 
of her heart as she stood on the dock and 
watched the ferry pull out, taking Pony 
Rand back to the world he knew. But 

and 
that first 
Pony’s eyes had never asked her to 


there had been guests coming 


| 
so her 


marriage had failed 
year. 


1 
choose again. 


When th 
with rather thick-looking water, Marcia 


e waitress filled their glasses 


took a sip gratefully, glad to have some- 
idle She 
the glass around 


hands. 


thing to do with her 


LO Go 
turned the stem of 
and around in her fingers and stared 
down at it. “Mother, I wish you'd tell 
me. What did I do that made Horace 
turn to his work, to get away from me?” 

“Why! Now you're just being 
silly.” Mrs. Rand laughed softly, half 
embarrassed. “It wasn’t anything you 
did. You just had the bad fortune to be 
born a rich man’s daughter, that’s all, 
He couldn't 
stand it for you to own the house and 


and my boy was proud. 


pay the bills and so on; and he had to 
buy you such silly little things, and know 
could never give you anything you 


hadnt had betore. 


‘But he did! 1’¢ 


| 
i 
n snoe or a ( nines¢ 


never had a little 
lute—there 
» much that he gave me that I'd 
, only I couldn’t make 


” 


nd that waistcoat of his 


looked at her oddly. “‘The 





richest man in town always wore 


To Pony, 


a badge oft success, you might say. Now 


our 


that was sort of 


that he’s president, he can wear it, 
Marcey. And now he can give you the 
things you’ve always had, but there’s no 
0 in it, is there? You say, “Thank 
you, Horace. It’s very lovely. That’s a 
line piece of jade’—something like that. 


about jade, 


you know all 


” 


Beca is¢ 
You’ 
She wanted to say, “But I never had 


love 


ve had it before. 
before! Pony gave me the greatest 
but there wasn’t 
What was jade, 


1 woman ever had 
any way to tell him. 


j a ath | ] 
nd bracelet or a Chinese lute 
> 


t did they amount to, mother 
heart once with 
ol me 
ly, “‘and he 

the 
‘ | 


store didn’t do so well that year, but 


| nd col ' | 
diamond chip in the middle 


! 





i } 
Mrs. Rand was saying sof 
sh vuldn’t t 


| ! 
have done it because 


land, he was so proud to give me that 


solid gold heart on a little chain. I'd 


never had any jewelry before, and it 


set him up so, made him look so big to 


himself 


has got to look big to himself.” 


That’s the important thing. A 
man 

Mercifully, that wasn’t necessary to 
David, Marcia thought. He was frankly 
glad that she-had money, since he hadn't 
and he wasn’t consumed by a ghastly 
male pride in accomplishment. 

“My, that looks good.” The waitress 
returned the smile as she put her plate 
before Mother Rand, Marcia 
thought, looking up at her, that Horace 


and 


should have married a girl like this one, 
who had to work for her living, and who 
would have been properly impressed 
with the bits of largesse he could bestow. 
Did life then narrow down te the pos- 
And what did it 
matter who bought them—if they had 
to be bought at all? 


things? 


session of 


The food was curiously tasteless to 


her. Str ange, how 


the Shopper’s Lunch 





} 
t 
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through and throu 


We started from scratch. Yes, the engineers who built 
this car were told to build the finest car on the road and 
they did. So Monarch is completely new—all its parts are 
new. New beauty, new styling, new comfort, new safety. 
New ease of handling with Monarch’s new engine and new 
steering. Yes, the new 1949 Monarch is “New through 
and through!” 


Up in a new class. The new Monarch looks bigger, is 
bigger! It has more power. In comfort and luxurious 
appointments it is away up. Not one detail has been 
overlooked to make this new 1949 Monarch a car you'll 
be proud to own and drive. 


Engineered for a safe, restful ride. Road bumps do 
not disturb your glorious feeling of relaxation. New 
springing, new tires, new shock absorbers—all co-ordinated 
to give you a “kingly” ride. A built-in air circulating 
system provides an easily-controlled flow of fresh air, even 
when the windows are closed. When a heater unit is in- 





stalled, this system provides fresh, warm air. Increased 
window area permits wide clear view in ail direction. 


"Mid luxurious appointments you ‘Ride like a 
King”. There’s a new interior styling that will delight 
you. A sparkling new instrument panel—convenient 
arrangement of controls—interior lights that come on when 
any door is opened—rich upholsteries that harmonize with 
exterior colours. All these are yours with the new Monarch. 


, ° 

There’s a Monarch dealer near you. Pictures can’t 
begin to give you an adequate idea of the new beauty of 
the new Monarch. Words can’t make you feel the new 
delight in driving this magnificent car. Your Monarch 
dealer will be proud to show you Monarch’s beauty, to 
point out all its advancements. Give him a ring today 
. . - or drop into his showroom. 


Fender skirts, chrome trim rings and white sidewall tires optional at extra cost when available 
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HERE IT IS / The Wonderful New 
lrigidaire Electric Range ! 


2. Small oven for baking, roasting, warm 
ing; 3. Extra surface unit when needed. 


It’s the world’s finest example of electric 
range design, bringing you features never 
before combined in any range. 

You're free from the kitchen with the 
amazing Frigidaire Cook-Master. It cooks 
oven meals while you're away—turning 
oven on and off by itself. Also acts as a 
dependable electric kitchen clock. 


Big Even-Heat Oven roasts a 25-pound 
turkey—or six loaves of bread—or an 
entire oven meal will go in easily with 
room to spare. So fast, too. Switch it 
on, and zip!—it’s at baking heat in 5% 
minutes. Easy to clean: porcelain finish, 


rounded corners. 


New Triple-Duty Thermizer is: 1. Deep- 
well cooker for soups, stews, pot roasts; 


Automatic current-saver— the Frigidaire 
Thrifto-Matic Switch! It keeps the 
Thermizer at speedy “High” heat up to 
20 minutes—then lowers heat to thrifty 
“Simmer”. A Frigidaire exclusive! 
Radiantube Surface Units, exclusive with 
Frigidaire, give you 5 exact cooking 
speeds; start heating the instant you turn 
: me on. 

Many, many more advantages! Auto- 
matic time, temperature signals. Smoke- 
less broiler. New Flood-Light illuminates 
entire top. Full-width storage drawer. 
Warming oven. One-piece, roll-front 
top; white Lifetime Porcelain finish; 
chrome fittings. 


mae 
oy Ask your Frigidaire Dealer about all 4 models of the new Frigidaire Electric Range. 


Name in Classified Phone Book; or write Frigidaire, Dept. C, Leaside, Ontario. 


YOURE TWICE AS SURE WITH TWO GREAT NAMES 


FRIGIDAIRE 


MADE ONLY BY 


General Motors 





The Silver Wand 


Continued from page 78 


was gradually assuming significance in 
her mind. Her life had been like that for 
the past five years, tasteless and utterly 
without purpose, until she had found the 
stimulation of another man’s devotion. 
When a woman neared 40 and her 
husband no longer loved her, she had to 
believe in herself too, had to feel that 
she was still desirable in order to cling to 
the last precious remnants of youth. A 
woman without love, she thought, was 
like a man without pride. Well, Horace 
had kept his pride, and she would keep 
love in a similar fashion. This time she 
would work for it. She would stay the 
most desirable woman in the world to 
David, because her money would not 
fail her. But it would never be the same. 
It would be different, more 
perhaps more comfortable, but heaven 
knew it would never be the same as it 
had been with Pony Rand... 

Guiltily, she looked at her husband’s 
mother, who had kept the happy faculty 
of enjoying food and life without the 
need of stimulation. Now was the time 
to tell her, with thoughts of David fresh 
in her mind. It would be like shooting a 
beloved dog while it beamed at you and 
licked your hand. In a sudden burst of 
defeat, she wondered if it wouldn’t be 
simpler to let things stay the way they 
were, so that she wouldn’t ever have to 
tell Horace’s mother. 

“Do you remember when I lost the 
baby, mother, and then had the opera- 
tion? Horace didn’t care. He didn’t care 
at all because I could never have children, 
I couldn’t understand that, mother. It’s 
a great agony for a woman to know that 
it’s final, to know that 
physical possibility of her ever bearing a 
child. But to have a husband who 
can’t—or won't— understand, that’s the 
final agony. Mother, what was the 
matter with Horace?” 

“What was the matter with you?” 
Mrs. Rand broke a hard roll between her 
fingers, scattering the hard brown 
crumbs over the table. “‘Why couldn't 
you see what was behind all his light 


secure, 


there Is no 


ways? Horace cared, of course he did, 
but he couldn’t show it to you, how 
much he cared, because it would have 
made you feel worse. Pony always loved 
children and wanted some of his own. He 
went out and walked half the night, soon 
as he found out you were all right, and 
when he came back he sat down and 
put his head in my lap. ‘You'll have to 
help me keep Marcia from knowing,’ he 
said to me.‘ After all, she’s the important 
one. And then he sort of choked, ‘I 
wanted a kid to work for. This way I’ve 
got nothing, and it all ends with me. 
Marcia doesn’t need me. There’s just no 
point in anything, mother.” Maybe | 
shouldn’t have told you that, but I’m 
glad I did, Clara always said—” 
“I’m glad you did, too.”” What were 
the words Pony Rand had used to sear 
her soul with the flame of his impatience? 
He’d said, “Oh, for heaven’s sake, 
Marcia, get hold of yourself! You're 
not the first woman this has happened to. 
So what if we don’t have children? If 
you feel this way in a year or so, we can 
adopt one. Personally, I like my life 
the way it is. Anyway, for the good 
Lord’s sake, don’t turn into one of these 
mawkish, neurotic women who mourn 
over not producing offspring. What's the 
difference, whether you do or don’t?” 









The Statue of Eros 
Piccadilly Circys 





Historic Britain, scarred by war 
but with its mellow, old-world 
beauty still unchanged and un- 
spoilt, is eager to welcome you. 


Come and explore its rich 
and_ varied loveliness... . the 
charm of its ancient towns.... 
the quaintness of its sleepy villages 
....the green enchantment of its 
countryside. Friendly hospitality 
awaits you everywhere. And 
exchange favours the — dollar. 
Vacation funds go further. Make all 
bookings early. See your travel 
Agent now for the answers to your 
vacation-in-Britain questions. 


INFORMATION 


Mail this coupon, for 
beautifully illustrated 
literature to: Ree 


THE BRITISH 
TRAVEL ASSOCIATION 


372 Bay Street, Toronto, Ontario or, 410 
Dominion Square Building, Montreal, P.Q. 


Issued by The Td Adacéiia of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland, Tourist Division of The British Tourist 
and Holidays Board. 





She had looked at him and been aghast 
at his lack of sensitivity . . . when it 
had been for his sake more than hers 
that she had grieved and felt herself less a 
woman. For the first time she noticed 
that the brown boy was gone and in his 
place stood a mature man with a coldly 
chiseled face. So she had dried her tears 
on the pillowcase and answered him. 


“All right, Horace. You needn't 
worry. I won’t turn into a—neurotic 
woman. I think | can promise you 
that.”” She had turned to the wall so 


that she wouldn’t have to see him leave, 
and she had mourned the passing of the 
brown boy more than she had ever 
grieved over the children she would 
never have. And now with a word from 
his mother, she sensed what had lain 
behind Horace’s therapeutic treatment 
of her. Men were fools, she thought 
blind idiots. The whole thing would 
have been so simple if he had buried his 
head in her lap instead of in his mother’s. 
They could have borne it together and 
gone on loving, and needing each other 
more, if he hadn’t been too proud to 
show his weakness to her . . . 

David didn’t care for children, she 
remembered irrelevantly. David was 
glad that she had had the operation 
before he knew her, so that the issue of 
children was permanently sealed—back 
in her heartbreak with Horace. David 
liked things that made him comfortable 
and left his mind free from worry; she 
rather admired that about him. 

“T think I'll have the peach pie and 
some more coffee, Marcey. My, I must 
have been hungrier than I thought. I 
tell you, I wish Clara could have been 
with us today. It would be nice for her 
to eat some time without dishes to wash 
afterward—’ 

Marcia saw the shadow speed swiftly 
over the old face, and she hastily 
glanced away. For the thousandth time 
she wondered at the severity of the 
quarrel that had estranged the brother 
and sister, and would cause an old 
woman to look as pained as this. Clara, 
whom she had seen just once before her 
marriage, had been a bold-eyed, peppy 
girl who had turned into a plump, dis- 
satisfied woman, according to the snap- 
shot Mother Rand carried in her purse. 
Evidently bearing children hadn’t been 
the answer for Clara. She’d had them 
because she hadn’t been able to stop 
them, and she had little to raise them on. 
Horace’s early cheques had been re- 
turned with brief notes, and after 
that, he hadn’t sent any more. The 
notes had said, in effect, “Thanks, 
Pony, but we aren’t objects of your 
wife’s charity—yet. When we are, I'll 
let you know.” That had been hitting 
below the belt, and she hadn’t blamed 
Horace for his white-lipped anger. It 
had been his own money he had sent. 

The waitress took off their plates, 
brought Mrs. Rand’s peach pie and 
coffee. Marcia lit her first cigarette, 
leaned forward on her elbows and 
asked, “Mother, what was the matter 
with Horace and Clara?” 

“Vou” 

“1? Darling, how could I—now look, 
mother. I’ve seen Clara only once in my 
life. Granted that she didn’t like me—” 

“She thought you were a spoiled rich 
girl, and Pony had no business marrying 
you. She thought you’d ruin him. When 
she saw how serious it was, she said as 
much to Pony—Clara was always a 
great hand for speaking her own mind 
and of course that made him mad. He 
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Youth is not in age alone nor in looks 

—nor in clothes. It’s the spirit that 
counts—how you feel about yourself! 
. .» Do you remember (as a little girl) 
how you had 30 “‘free’’ days in every 
month? No “‘bad days’ with pins and 
belts—and telltale ridges under your 
clothing . . . Well, you can have that 
freedom back again if you use Tampax 
for monthly protection! 


Here are some of the additional 
benefits brought to you by the Tampax 
“internal absorption’ method. Forst: 
Tampax causes no odor or chafing. 
Second: You do not feel Tampax— 
don’t know you are wearing it! Third: 
You can take tub or havent with- 
out removing Tampax. Fourth: It's so 
tiny that disposal is very easy indeed. 
And finally, Teuton tends to increase 
your poise and confidence not only on 
‘those days"’ but during the week or 
more of apprehension preceding them. 

Invented by a doctor, Tampax is 
made of pure surgical cotton compres- 
sed into slim white applicators. A full 
month's average supply will slip into 
a corner of your purse. Sold at drug 
stores and notion counters in 3 
absorbencies: Regular, Super, Junior. 
Canadian Tampax Corporation Limited 
Brampton, Ontario. 








Accepted for Advertising 
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CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Brampton, Ont. 


Please send me in plain wrapper a trial package of 
Tampax. I enclose 10¢ to cover cost of mailing. Size 
is checked below. 
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WITH PLENTY OF SPARKLING 
HOT WATER FROM A NON-RUST 





Everdur is the nome of high- 
strength copper-silicon clloys 
mode only by Anoconda. We 
do not moke tanks or woter 
hecters, but supply Everdur 
Pilates and Sheets to tank 
monufocturers. This picture 
shows c« typical Conadian- 
mode Everdur Storage Tonk. 





Evendus Tank 


Hot water when you want it—free from the 
taint of tank-generated rust—can easily be 
yours with a storage tank of strong, non- 
rusting Everdur Metal. And you'll find spark- 
ling hot water a boon, not only to bathing, 
but to laundry and dish washing as well. 


You can trust your plumbing contractor to 
recommend Everdur-tanked water heating 
equipment which will fit your purse and 
provide ample hot water for all your house- 
hold needs. 


Whether you need a water tank, plumbing 
pipe, hardware, sheet metal work or screens, 
always remember that rustproof copper and 
copper alloys serve long and well. They 
save you money by reducing upkeep expense. 
Write for our free booklet, “Your Enduring 


Home”. *Trade Mark Reg'd 


Anaton DA 


Copper and Brass 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada for Copper and Brass) 


Mazin Office and Plant: 
Montreal Office: 


New Toronto, Ont 
939 Dominion Sq. Bidg. 


said things about Frank, and his shiftless 
ways and his drinking, and then she 
{lew up and said more, and one thing led 
to another until it was all pretty bad. 
But yes, | might say that you caused the 
whole business, through no fault of 
yours. Clara and Pony had always been 
so close, and I tell you, it’s been hard for 
me, having only two children and not 
having them speak to each other. A 
woman wants her children to get along. 


And Clara doesn’t have much 
“Neither has Horace. It seems to me 
all he has left in the world is his job 
and you.” 
“And you, Marcey. 
forgetting the most important thing of 


all.” 


The walls bent in, turned close about 


I guess you re 


her head. For a moment she felt a 
wave of nausea, and she tried to think 
of David . . . David with his strange 
insouciant charm. It steadied her, and 
after a length of time, with Mother 
Rand’s eyes upon her, she said softly, 
“I’m so sorry. I didn’t know that I was 
the bone of contention between Horace 
and his sister. I’m terribly upset about 
it. I wish—you almost make me wish 
that I’d never entered the picture.” 
“Don’t ever say that. You made 
Pony happy. I'll always be grateful to 


you for that— among other things.’ 
The sickness squirmed within her, 
twisting like a hydra-headed monster, 
but Mrs. Rand couldn’t see it, merci- 
fully. She was looking with some 
criticism at her plate. “That peach pie 
wasn’t as good as mine. I make a 
shorter crust... Well, dear, life is 
funny. Take for example that young 
man who came to dinner last night. | 
liked him. Nothing much beneath the 
surface, but what there was was 
pleasant enough. And then I got to 
comparing him with Pony at that age. 
Pony was different. He never would 
have had a crush on an older, married 
woman and followed her around with his 
eyes and eaten her husband's food. No, 
he’d have done just what he did, marry 
a girl he loved in spite of causing a rift 
in his family, and work for something, 
no matter if it isn’t anything, really. He 
worked. That young man is just mark- 
ing time. But I guess I can’t blame him 
too much for having a crush on you; lots 
of unattached younger men get crushes. 
It’s a combination of a lot of things 
and then, of course, you’re rich as well 
I feel sorry for any 
young man who’d come under your 


is being pretty. 


spell. I guess Horace does too, or he 
wouldn’t put up with it.” 

All right. It was out in the open at 
last and perhaps it was a good thing. 
Marcia said through dry lips, “ Horace? 
What does he know about this—this 
crush, as you call it?” 

““Oh, he knows. And he’s more than 
a little afraid. Horace’s great fear has 
always been that some day he’d lose you, 
you know.” 


““Lose—me?” 


With a numbed part 
of her mind she was thinking, How can 
he lose me when I’ve already lost him 
to Catherine Stalter, a woman who will 
give him a child in her own good time? 
I’m the loser, not Horace. 

“You stopped mothering him, Mar- 
cey, somewhere along the line,”’ Mrs. 
Rand continued mercilessly. ““That was 
a mistake. He needed that from you. 
And now he sees you being a littl 
tender with this younger man and it 
hurts him. Don’t hurt him, Marcey. 
And don’t ever leave him.” 


“But I’m going to, wronged and 
pathetic as you’ve made him seem to 
me.” The words were there, in her 
mind, in her throat, and yet they 
wouldn’t come. Twice she tried to 
speak them, but they lodged in her 
throat, hurting dreadfully, because they 
were the wrong shape. And then in 
amazement she saw that the old eyes, 
the soft old eyes, were wet, were plead- 
ing into hers. She reached out, hating 
the new words that were pushing past 
the frozen ones. “But, mother, there’s 
another woman. I’m not the one who 
can hurt him now.” 


Mrs. Rand snatched back the hand 
that Marcia was holding and sat up 
straight in her chair. “That’s a lie. 
Whoever told you that is lying. I 
know. I can tell you how I know.” 

Wearily, Marcia shook her head. She 
was remembering David, running along 
the beach with her at the island, laugh- 
ing and being very young and very gay, 
finally drawing her away from the others 
and making her sit down on_ the 
sand with him, suddenly turning serious. 
*“Marcey, there’s something you ought 
to know, I think.” He'd picked up a 
flat shell and had thrown it; she re- 
membered how gracefully it had curved 
out over the water. “It’s just this. 
There are peculiar goings-on back home. 
The cat being away, the mouse is sure 
It’s Catherine Stalter, his 
secretary. And now she’s wearing things 


playing. 


she couldn’t possibly pay for on the 
salary he pays her. Marcey, it’s a shock, 
I know, but for Pete’s sake, don’t look 
like that You know how I adore 
you, and this only makes it easier for us, 
don’t you see?” 

Even in her moment of shock, she 
remembered that she had been grateful 
to David for telling her, so that she 
wouldn’t go on looking such a fool and 
believing in Horace’s fidelity . .. but 
no one else had told her. No one. but 
David. 

The old voice was beating against her 
eardrums, trembling with a dreadful 
kind of intensity. ‘You shouldn’t have 
gone away for summers and left him 
by himself. It isn’t natural and right 
to leave a man alone. A man gets lone- 
some. But you lie, Marcey, when you 
say there’s another woman—in the way 
Last week Horace talked 
to me about the way other men do. He 


you mean. 


stood in my room, running his fingers 
through his hair in that old way he used 
to have when he was worried, and if 
you'd seen him then, you’d have known 
that Pony Rand wasn’t ever far away. 
He said to me, ‘Mother,’ he said, ‘1 
can’t figure these fellows out. They 
take’ em on, one after the other, while 
their wives are away, and then brag 
Sure, I’ve taken Miss Stalter 
to dinner several times when we worked 


about it. 


late. She’s a nice girl, I like her, and 
I didn’t want to eat alone because I 
missed Marcia. But that’s as far as it 
went and that’s as far as it would ever 
go as long as I’m married to Marcia. 
She just owns me, mother, whether she 
knows it or not...’ Well, Marcey, 
in all his life, Pony never told me an 
untruth, and I see no reason why he 
should begin now. So that’s how | 
know. I know my boy. Do you?” 


“IT don’t know. You make me won- 
der.” Carefully, Marcia opened _ her 
purse and groped in it, keeping her eyes 
down. There was something she had 
to do, this thing that was paramount in 
her mind, but she knew that she must 
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talk to save herself. “I’ve been thinking 
over some of the things you’ve said, 
and you're perfectly right, of course. So 
I want to give the summer place to 
Clara. Maybe she'll take it for the 
children’s sake—it would be a grand 
place for the kids to spend their holidays. 
You make her take it—just tell her I 
don’t want it any more . Mother, 
I’ve got to telephone Her fingers 
closed on two nickels in her change 
purse, clutched them tightly. One would 
be for David—David with the. light 
charm and the treacherous heart, who 
had never loved her but had only 
wanted her. And the other, clean 
new-minted, would bring Pony Rand 
back to her if she could think of the 
proper words to give him. And deep 
in her heart she said a little prayer. 

Mrs. Rand sat alone at the table, 
sipping her coffee and looking about her 
at the pretty tearoom. The Silver Grille. 
When a person grew older, a person 
liked to play a little, and where was the 
harm in it?) Now she could relax and 
pretend to her heart’s content, now that 
the jellied fear was gone... 


MARCIA CAME back at last, a tall, 
beautiful woman with a regal bearing 
and eyes that were burning brightly. 
She bent down.and drew Mrs. Rand’s 
coat about her shoulders. “Are you 
ready, mother? Horace is picking us up 
in front of the store in 15 minutes.” 

Proudly Mrs. Rand took her daugh- 
ter-in-law’s arm and they went out 
between the rows of little silver tables, 
past the splashing silver fountain. Mar- 
cia was every inch a queen, she thought, 
and she herself was the Queen Mother. 
In a few minutes, the King would come 
and bear them off . . . the King... 
that was Pony, a little fellow with 
rounded legs riding on a broomstick. 

They stood before the cashier’s cage, 
waiting. Everything was right and good, 
just as it should be. Mrs. Rand took 
one last look at the Silver Grille and 
sighed happily. “I’ve had such a lovely 
talk with you, Marcey. One of the big 
troubles with the world, as I see it, is 
that there’s not enough of the right kind 
of talk in it. There aren’t many things 
that won't iron out if a couple of people 
get their heads together and aren't 
ashamed to talk ... and I want to 
come back again some time, Marcey 
that is, if you like it. At first you acted 
so restless I thought maybe it had been 
a mistake to come.” 

Marcia’s hand closed over the old one 
on her sleeve and pressed it gently. “I'll 
never be sorry I came, mother. Do 
you know what Horace said when | 
talked to him? He said he’d been 
waiting for 15 years for me to call him 
at the office and ask him to take me 
home. But he sounded—glad, mother. 
He sounded so like— Pony 

Mrs. Rand had an answer ready, but 
when she looked up and caught the glint 
of tears in Marcia’s eyes, she thought 
better of it. 

‘Have you got everything, mother? 
Your bag? Your gloves?” 


“Got them all. Got everything. 
Thank you, Marcey. I had a wonderful 


time.” 
As they left the Silver Grille behind 


them, she clutched tightly to Marcia’s 


arm as though she could never let her 
go, and her old eyes misted as she smiled 
up at the beautiful woman her son had 
married. Her heart was young and 
warm again, now that the fear was gone. 
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The Practical Thing to do 


Continued from page 21 


he remembered the face she was wearing 
but not the color of her thoughts. 

Now, just when she had almost for- 
gotten the incident herself, she must 
plunge right back into her discomfort, 
meeting his quizzical glance over an 
azalea plant. It didn’t help a lot to tell 
herself that though Kent Savant could 
diagnose a stomach ulcer or a livid liver, 
he couldn’t read minds. Thank good- 
ness. 


To Dr. Kent Savant “ 
For him such an 


a patient is a 
patient is a patient.” 
attitude was practical since it kept him 
from ever getting involved with the 
wives, mothers or widows of patients 
who, at various times, had wanted to 
relieve him of his cherished bachelor’s 
estate. 

Usually Kay felt the same way. But 
215 was a most unusual patient. For one 
thing, when he wasn’t being a number tn 
a hospital corridor he was being Jason 
Carter Laughton, Third. 

As a number there was little to dis- 
tinguish him from every other patient in 
Raritan Hospital, except that he was a 
lot sicker than most of them. 
the same button-down-the-back hospital 


He wore 


shirt, submitted to the same routines, 
and subsisted on a liquid diet. In his 
case, very liquid, administered drop by 
drop intravenously. 

Looking at Jason Carter Laughton, 
Third, one saw a very different picture. 
As president of the Raritan Shoe 
Factories, he wore clothes tailored by 
Bond Street; his daily routine included 
his beloved shoe factory and eating and 
sleeping. A maximum of the former, a 
minimum of the latter. 

She could feel Savant’s eyes following 
her as she shifted the azalea from the 
window to the dresser, but she ignored 
him to smile at 215. 

““Azaleas don’t like full sun any 
better than good leather likes water,” 
she explained, then chuckled. “Or an 
appendix likes castor oil.” 

The fleeting 
Laughton’s face was reminiscent of a 
grin, but Dr. Savant’s mouth tightened 
until his mustache bristled like a new 
With a ducking motion of 


expression on young 


toothbrush. 
his head he indicated that he wanted to 
talk to Kay in the hall, so she followed 
him out of the room. 

“*Miss Prentice, | thought I explained 
that Mr. Laughton is not to be worried 
about his business, even reminded of 
it! That he is not to be aware of the utter 
seriousness of his illness. Or perhaps 


you'd forgotten why his appendix 
ruptured, and that he is president of the 
Raritan Shoe ‘st 


A long time ago Kay had discovered a 


Factories 


way to keep Kent Savant’s sarcasm 
Without any 
system consisted of learn- 


from cowing her. abra- 
cadabra the 
ing to spell “‘conjunctivitis” backward. 
It enabled her to keep a very intent look 
on her face, without hearing very much 
of what he said. Occasionally, when a 
silence seemed to demand an answer, 
she’d offer a very docile, “Of course,” or 
“oh, yes!” 

This time, on a chance, she ventured 
the “Oh, ves!”’ of her formula. 

“Then why, in the name of all that is 
sensible, did you have to drag in both 
topics the first lucid moment the man 
has? And those darned flowers 


alone 


let "em 
let the maids take care of ’em!” 


“I’m sorry, Dr. Savant,” she purred, 
and wasn’t sorry at all. This argument 
about her patient’s flowers was an old 
one between them. ‘The maids just 
don’t take care of them, and I—well, 
my patients never lose a flower and | 
never lose a patient!” 

Their eyes met briefly, and she paled, 
remembering. 

She did lose a patient occasionally 


... The Norrie baby... Barbara 
Yacking .. 
She’d seen Kent Savant cry when 


they'd finally realized that in spite of all 
they could do, Barbara Yacking must 
leave her five small children. He had 
been furious that she had penetrated his 
vauntedly impregnable hauteur, but 
neither his bluster nor his coldness had 
ever fooled her again. 

He was like a poppy seed roll-—all his 
hardness and crust on the outside, hiding 
a vulnerable, soft heart. 

He shrugged his shoulders wearily, as 
if his head weighed a ton. So he had 
been thinking of Barbara, too. 

If Kay had not understood so well, 
her own uncertain temper would have 
been kindled at his next ironic words. 

“Mercy, so modest! And subtle, too. 
Still— the next time omit the references 
to leather and castor oil, if you please, 
Miss Prentice, 


shoe man who has ruptured his appendix 


when your patient Is a 
with a cathartic!” 
Having delivered his ultimatum, he 
stalked off down the corridor. 

“He's quite a pill, isn’t he?” 

Kay was surprised to hear her patient 
observe when she had re-entered 215, It 
was the first time he’d roused enough to 
say anything except beg for his shoes. 

“Not really.”” But Kay smiled approv- 
ingly, “He just prescribes them.” 

His lips moved, and this time he 
managed a very credible smile before he 


dozed off into a restful nap. 


KAY WAS working on her chart when 
she heard the light tap at the door. 
Startled by 


assault she 


the unexpectedness of the 
splashed ink across the 
temperature curve and had just mut- 
tered the “‘darn” she was thinking when 
the knock was followed by a very pretty 
pert face poked through the widening 
crack of the 
pretty pert face that would ignore the 
bold black letters of the ‘No Visitors” 


sign hung on the door be neath he r nose, 


door. It was the sort ol 


Kay rose lithely and before the pretti- 
ness was lost in a sulky pout, the two 
girls were in the hall. 


“He’s my fiancé.” The 


pout was 
definitely sulky now. “I should think 
“Yes, You should—think.” Kay 


interrupted her shortly, pointedly. The 
girl flushed, not missing Kay’s implica- 
tion. 

“He is my fiancé,” she began, but Kay 
had heard the same stall from too many 
merely hopeful girls to be fooled, and 
again she interrupted the smooth flow 
of the other girl’s fibbing. 

“Then you ought to know that if you 
want to keep on using the present tense 
about him you’d better just leave your 
petunias at the desk downstairs and 
come back next week.” 

She saw that there was one yellowing 
leaf in the armful of red roses carried 
by the would-be isitor, but for once she 
had not the slightest inclination to 
minister to the flowers. 

She recognized Elspeth Neilsinger. 
Anybody would have. What money the 
Neilsingers had left was being spent 
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keeping I Ispeth’s picture very consist- 
ently on the society page of the Raritan 
Journal. But that wasn’t the cause for 
Kay’s instant antagonism. Neither was 
it the other girl’s certainty that she’d be 
an effectual nurse, for Kay had seen lots 
of would-be fiancées who had thought 
that all they would have to do to earn 
orange blossoms and white satin would 
be to soothe a fevered brow. 

Maybe it was the way Elspeth stared 
at her, suspiciously, as if she were trying 
to discover false eyelashes, or a birth- 
mark, 

Kay laughed softly but deliberately, 
and she said the one thing she knew 
Elspeth Neilsinger wouldn’t forgive. 

“Stop being so frightened, you’ve got 
a very adequate face yourself!” 

For a minute, feeling the other girl’s 
wavering determination to force herself 
into 215, she knew a brief panic. Not 
until she heard the subdued click of 
Elspeth’s high heels against the rubber- 
tiled floor did she dare draw a deep 
breath. Kent Savant would never have 
forgiven a brawl outside a patient’s 
door, no matter what the provocation. 

She started working on her chart 
again, cleaning up as best she could with 
ink eradicators the big blot she had 
The result wasn’t too satisfac- 
tory, and she sighed. Every case she 
ever went on, she resolved that this 
time she would keep a perfect, neat 
chart. And every chart wound up just 
such a smear. It wouldn’t be fair to 
blame Elspeth for messing the thing up, 
this time, really. 

She sighed again and went right on 
blaming Elspeth, though it wasn’t like 
her to be unfair. 

“Oh, dear,” she felt Laughton’s eyes 
on her and heard his plaintive voice. “I 
hope that sigh doesn’t mean that the 
azalea isn’t doing so well, not even since 
it has been moved to the shade?” 

“That sigh,” Kay said, ‘means that 
just as you get your temperature ready 
for a nice long run down the ladder 
I’ve gone and ruined the design. About 
azaleas I’m a whiz, but about charts I’m 
terrible. Of course | wouldn’t dare be so 
frank if nurses weren’t just about as 
scarce as hen’s teeth, so you couldn’t 
fire me.” 

She tried not to make her voice sound 
exultant. But for days he’d raved 
incoherently about leather soles and 
rubber heels, so that it was wonderful to 
have him remembering the azaleas. 

He submitted to the indignity of hav- 
ing his temperature taken, and lay 
quietly while her cool fingers found the 
pulse in his wrist. But once the thermo- 
meter had been taken from his mouth he 
wanted to talk, and unfortunately, he 
had exhausted the azalea topic. 

“IT guess you couldn’t get me this 
morning’s quotations on hides?” 

**T guess I couldn't.” 

* Rubber?” 

“No rubber, either.” 

“The headlines . . . labor?” 

““No headlines. No labor.’”’ She was 
firm. “But if you are very good I'll let 
you have half a glass of orange juice.” 


made. 


“Orange juice sounds wonderful.” 

She noticed that he omitted making 
any promises about not talking about 
shoes, leather or labor. 


THE NEXT MORNING, washing his 
face and agreeing that they had better 
send for a barber, she asked, ‘‘ Were you 
the kind of little boy who scrubbed 
behind his own ears?” 
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For a minute he looked puzzled, then 
grinned, The only kind 
of little boy ] remember being is one who 
My mother always said | 


“1 don’t know. 


loved shoes. 
cut my teeth on a hunk of leather, and | 
know that when the other kids were 
flying kites and riding bicycles I was 
puttering over an old lasting maching 
dad let me set up in the basement.” 

She looked dubious. 

“But you liked fishing didn’t you?” 

He considered the question, then 
chuckled. 


only twice 


‘Il remember going g@ishing 

with the fitting room fore- 
man. We forgot the bait once, and th 
hooks once. But we had a wonderful 
time. He explained his system for keep- 
ing the girls on the vamping machines 
at peace with the buttonholers.” 


Kay forgot her 


instructions from Kent Savant and pro- 


“Vamping machines?” 


tested incredulously. 

With no further invitation Jason was 
off, and Kay could almost hear the 
whirr of the machines as the girls 
stitched vamps in the Raritan Factory. 
Noticing his flushed excited face, she 
But a check with the 


thermometer showed that his tempera- 


was frightened. 


ture was down four tenths of a degree. 

Once, while she was watering his 
plants he said, “* You love flowers, don’t 
you?” and she laughed. “I guess that 
all girls like flowers. You've probably 
spent many an hour picking the right 
bouquet. Birthdays, parties, proms...” 

He looked surprised 

““As a matter of fact, the only prom | 
remember going to was just before the 
war. We'd started making ladies’ 
dancing slippers, and I wanted to sec 
what the girls liked to wear. 1 took 


Elspeth Neilsinger, | 


cause she'd lived next door for so long 


remember, be- 


that I knew she wouldn’t expect me to 
dance every dance. She wore gold 
pumps with rhinestones set in the heels, 
and they didn’t fit her quite right across 
the instep, gaped a little. I can’t think 
what sort of flowers I sent her.’ 

She caught herself humming under 
So I Ispe th’s 
only qualifications as Mrs. Jason Carte1 


her breath twice that day. 


Third, were the fact that as 
the girl next door she’d been underfoot 


I aughton, 


and she did wear shoes. 

Going off duty that evening, Kay 
stopped at the desk in Receiving to get 
her mail. Kent Savant was arguing with 
the clerk about a room tora patient, and 
Kay grinned at him and crossed her 
fingers. The hospital was so crowded the 
walls were practically bulging, but some- 
how he’d wangle one more private room. 


““Oh— Miss 


something here for you.” 


Prentice— wait— there’s 


Kay turned, surprised. Then when 
she saw the immense box with its florist 
label she shook her head. 

“Sorry, 


You'll 


I’m going off duty 


have to send those up to Mr. Laughton 

by an orderly.” 
“They aren't 

They’ re for you.” 


for Mr. Laughton. 


KAY FELT Kent’s surprised stare, and 
because she was embarrassed she was 
awkward. So awkward that she dropped 
the box, spilling its load of color and 
fragrance about the floor. 

Very carefully avoiding Kent Savant’s 
eyes, Kay gathered the blossoms to- 
gether and escaped, her cheeks a color 
bright enough to rival the flowers in her 
arms. Ladies’ slippers! Only one man 
in the world would have chosen just 
those flowers. 

All the nurses in the dormitory came 
in to admire the unusual bouquet, and a 
few stayed to chatter and tease. Kay 
was so happy and excited that she 
rather hated to turn the light off when 
it was finally time to crawl into bed. 
And, as a matter of fact, she might as 
well have stayed up, after all, since she 
dreamed all night anyway. 

In a way she wouldn’t have minded, 
if her dreaming had followed the pattern 
of her waking thoughts, which had 
included the big old Laughton mansion 
on Riverview Drive and a ring for the 
third finger of her left hand. 

As it was, she was up before the 
alarm had a chance to go off, thoroughly 
tired of spending the night with Dr. 
Kent Savant. He'd stared at her, 
glared at her, frowned at her and been 
heavily sarcastic. Once he’d smiled at 
her, and that had been the time she 
waked with goose bumps on her arms! 
Kay, my precious little goat, this is 
what comes from leaving the lamb-fold 
and consorting with a guilty cons- 
cience!”’ she told herself furiously. 


Though she knew she was right in 
surmising that with shoes in his blood 
Jason Laughton would fare better on a 
diet of leather, she hadn't been able to 
face having Kent Savant discover her 
flagrant disregard for his specific in- 
structions. It was one thing to rational- 
ize her actions to herself, and quite a 
grey horse of another complexion to 
imagine the consequences of her reason- 
ing, once Savant had found out. 

‘I think you might have company, 
about tomorrow, if you continue to 
She finished watering the 
long-stemmed 
roses and without regret up and dump- 


improve.” 
azalea, surveyed — the 
ed them in the waste basket 

His eyes began to shine. 
Call Letcher Callaway— he’s the pack- 
I’ve been thinking, 
those boxes we’d planned to use for 
they won’t do. I—” 


“= ;00d,”" 
ing room foreman 


South America 
Kay chuckled. 
“Wait a minute. You and 

I’m afraid you've already 

got us both in dutch—Dr. Savant saw 


Lawsy! 


your shoes. 
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TO ORDER: No. 163C, size 18 
by 29 inches, price $1.25; cottons 
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today! 
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the flowers you sent me.” She flushed. 
“They were lovely.” 

He nodded complacently. “I knew 
you weren't the type to like roses.” 

So he had noticed her disdain for 
Elspeth’s bouquet. 

“But I’m not either, so don’t worry. 
My favorite,” he continued musingly, 
“is a little cactus I found one time. The 
most delicate shade of lemon yellow, 
and as feathery as the swansdown 
puff on our satin boudoir slippers.” 

Kay laughed. “If you were going to 
describe me, how would you do it?” she 
demanded, and he grinned, not pre- 
tending to misunderstand. 

“I'd say you were a size six and a half 
quad, spectator pump,” he said so 
promptly he must already have had the 
comparison figured out. ‘“‘Lovely to 
look at, and suitable to wear any place.” 

“Goodness, you do say the thrillingest 
things!” she teased, then thoughtfully, 
“IT didn’t know you made boudoir 
slippers here in the Raritan Factory.” 
I’m sure 
the azalea would have died if you hadn’t 
moved it, and not quite so sure but that 
I'd have done the same thing if you 
hadn’t taken me in hand. But you really 
don’t know anything at all about the 
plant. Look” his eyes were shining 
enthusiastically, and he was flushed 
“why don’t you let me take you through 
the plant. Just as soon as 


“You're a very good nurse. 


“Just as soon as you calm down a 
bit I'd like to talk to your nurse.” 


KAY DREW a deep breath. She’d seen 
Kent Savant angry before. She'd heard 
him swear in the operating room when a 
nurse brought him a stale solution; she’d 
watched him flay with cutting brevity a 
probationer who couldn’t find a pulse. 
But never before had she seen him so 
thoroughly furious that he was polite. 

Walking out of the room she bade a 
silent farewell to the azalea plant. It 
had been fun taking care of it and Jay. 

For a minute she considered not stop- 
ping in the hall. She’d just keep on 
walking until some place she found a 
phone to call the nurse’s home. One of 
the girls would pack her things for her. 
There weren't many. Uniforms, an 
electric alarm clock; a sensible green 
suit and a silly sailor hat. 

As if he guessed her purpose Savant’s 
long stride overtook her. She felt like 
a second grader being marched to the 
principal’s office for chewing bubble 
gum. She felt like a sophomore being 
taken to the dean’s oflice for cheating on 
a test; or a convict, facing life sentence. 

She hated him. What if she hadn't 
obeyed his instructions to the letter? 
The patient was getting along beauti- 
fully, and that was all that mattered. 

Some tiny little spark of honesty 
reminded her that Jay had looked 
flushed and his eyes had been bright. 
Dr. Savant couldn’t have been blamed 
for mistaking the symptoms of enthusi- 
asm for fever. 

“Except that he might at least have 
given me a chance to explain.” She 
countered her own argument, though 
deep in her heart was the knowledge 
that as a first-week probationer she'd 
learned and accepted the fact that in 
any hospital, the doctor is the boss. 

“Miss Prentice,” he began, in words 
clipped as short as the mustache over 
his upper lip, “the only excuse I can 
find for your insubordination is that 
you're tired. Certainly you’ve done 
nothing right since you’ve been on this 
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case. Not content with disobeying my 
instructions you've gone out of your way 
to antagonize the friends of your 
patient.” 

He avoided her eyes by probing at 
an old scar on his thumb. 

“In fact, it has been brought to my 
attention that you’ve been guilty of the 
unethical practice of attempting to win 
the affections of your patient, though 
you'd been told that they were other- 
wise engaged.” 

Kay felt the blood receding from her 
face. It wasn’t true. Hearing the words 
coming from his lips, stilted, as if he had 
swallowed a dictionary and suffered 
verbal indigestion, she knew it wasn’t 
true. 

She had liked Jay Laughton; she had 
honestly been interested in his leather 
and his shoes. And it would have been 
very practical those things Kent 
Savant was saying. But standing there, 
white faced, she realized that she 
couldn’t have married Jay. Not ever. 
She couldn’t marry anybody without 
loving him. 


IN THE two months since Kay had 
been gone from Raritan Hospital she 
estimated that she must have pinched 
off several hundred geranium leaves, 
each time with the same heavy sinking 
of her heart when she realized anew that 
there would be no pair of impatient eyes 
to be watching her above a wry grin. 

She had received a note from Jay 
Laughton, asking her if she wouldn't 
come to his wedding. He was marrying 
Patricia Fenwick, his night nurse 
though he supposed Kay wouldn’t be 
surprised. 

Kay wasn’t surprised. Not because 
she had thought of Jay and mousy little 
Pat Fenwick falling in love, but because 
the place where she’d have felt any 
emotion was a locked-up corner of her 
heart, very carefully shut away from 
surprise or happiness, or love. 

Henrietta Anson wrote, ‘‘Guess whose 
ex-fiancée has been added to the very 
lovely scalps dangling from which young 
surgeon’s honey-belt?” 

Kay tore the letter into bits, and 
thought, “Henny, you’d make a better 
tabloid columnist than lab technician,” 
though she knew, honestly, that Henri- 
etta was a very good laboratory gal. 

“Who is he? I mean—where is he? | 
mean- 

Kay looked up, startled, and caught 
her patient’s amused eyes watching her. 
Mrs. Green, at 80, could afford to be 
frank, and she hadn’t much time, any- 
way, to finesse for the answers she 
wanted to know. 

“*] mean, you've practically stripped 
that begonia of leaves!” 

“Oh.” Kay whispered inadequately. 
“Oh, dear. I’m sorry.” 

“Well, I’m not so sure I am. Sorry.” 
Mrs. Green chuckled, “You get things 
patched up with your young man and 
the next thing I know my doctor will be 
looking for another nurse for me.” 

“Your doctor is going to be sending 
you home in a few days, and you won’t 
be needing a nurse.” Kay countered, not 
without some pride. Mrs, Green’s case 
hadn’t been all picking leaves off a 
begonia plant. 

“Well, whether I need you or not, I 
intend having you go home with me. 
It'll be good for both of us. I like looking 
at you, and the work will be easy, sort of 
a semi-vacation.”’ 

# Continued on page 94 
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because 
Veto says “no” 
to Offending! 


Veto says “no”—to perspiration 
worry and odor! Soft as a caress... 
exciting, new, Veto is Colgate’s wonderful 
cosmetic deodorant. Always creamy and 
smooth, Veto is lovely to use, keeps you 
lovely all day! Veto stops underarm odor 
instantly, checks perspiration effectively. 


Veto says “ao”—to harming skin 
and clothes! So effective...yet so 
gentle—Colgate’s Veto is harmless to nor- 
mal skin. Harmless, too, even to filmy, 
most fragile fabrics. For Veto alone con- 
tains Duratex, Colgate’s exclusive ingredi- 
ent to make Veto safer. No other deodorant 
can be like Veto! 
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The \ude Look 


BY EVELYN KELLY. Fashion Editor 


Stripes are flattering in one- 
piece suits, At right, a brown 
and white satin, dull-toned, 
is all-over elasticized. Its 
flamingo motif is hand- 
blocked, will never fade out. 
A Catalina design. Inches 
are smoothed away in dia- 
gonal chevron matching of 
red and white striped cotton, 
and there’s firm contour con- 
trol in the sides and back of 
elasticized black lustreless 
satin. By Gordon Mackay. 
Both suits-water-and-sun re- 
sistant, won't stretch or sag. 


Glitter goes to the beach in a swim suit of 
pale pink and blue striped metallic, Straps of 
draped bra may be worn three ways: two 
straps over the shoulder Grecian style as 
shown, crisscrossed, or strapless. It has a 


built-in wired bra. By Rose Marie Reid. 


HIS SUMMER beaches will be brighter and the 
figures on them barer. 

The good old new look has been carried out 
very cleverly in swim suits and beach wear. The 
new look has become the nude look. 

It must have been a problem for the designers . . . 
puzzling out angles (and curves) to put the stamp of 
1948 on this season’s sun - and - water creations. 
Fashion’s silhouette had undergone a drastic change: 
laced-in waistlines, padded hips, new lows in necklines. 
And skirts dropping almost to the ankles. All adding 
up to more coverage than seen in many a year. 
Obviously the change would affect swim suits. The 
result is one of the most attractive designs seen in 
many a season, 

An inch or so has been added to the length of skirts, 
but what is added to the hemline is subracted from the 
tops. Bras and bodices are cut much lower, plunging 
in front, carved right out in the back. Sides (under- 
arm of bodice or bra) however, are high, fit snugly and 
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Newest of the strapless, an 
all-over shirred black velvet, 
completely water resistant. 
A wire form which buttons 
into place inside a shaped 
bra is very pliable, may be 
bent and molded into com- 
fortable fit. Guaranteed not 
to rust, break or bend out of 
shape. A Cole of California. 


well, shaping up neatly to shoulder straps. In the 
case of strapless suits you can depend on firm boning or 
wiring to give reliable support. 

Slick streamlined styles for those who really swim 
are done in a variety of new fabrics and colors resistant 
to sun and water. 

There’s a galaxy of pretty-pretties for the sit-in-the- 
sun sprites . . . bras shirred or frilled, basque bodices 

. skirts ruffled or draped . . . all flattering as a 
ballet costume, styled purely for beach beautifying. 

In the better suits pants are of same fabric, bras are 
shaped to give good uplift. Usually both are jersey 
lined. 

You'll discover familiar fabrics in new weaves as 
well as newcomers in beachwear materials .. . 
jersey, chambray, waffle piqué, poplin, gingham, 
velvet, satin, taffeta, sharkskin, matelasses. In good 
quality suits labels will tell you that the fabric has 
been tested, proven resistant to sun-fading, water- 
streaking. Most of them have en processed to 
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"Believe me — you try it and you'll be able to pose 


for hours!” 


"Honestly? I'm a wreck right now — just can’t hold 


this pose another second.” 


"Forget your troubles, darling — I’ve used this new 
Free-Stride Modess myself and it simply doesn’t chafe!’’ 


A new improved napkin that 
doesn’t chafe is certainly good 
news — and it’s travelling like 
wildfire from one go-getter girl to 
another. Think of the added 
freedom for busy models and 
active careerists! 

The secret of the chafe-free com- 
fort you'll find in new Free-Siride 
Modess lies in the clever fashion- 
ing of the napkin edges. 

New Free-Stride Modess has 

extra cotton on its edges — 
extra softness right where the 
cause of chafe begins. 
The extra cotton also acts to 
direct and retain moisture inside 
the napkin, keeps the edges dry 
and smooth longer. And dry 
smooth edges just don’t chafe! 


So safe, too! Every Free-Stride 
Modess has a triple safety shield 
to guard against accidents. And 
never a telltale outline Free- 
Stride Modess is silhouette-proof! 


Free-Stride Modess - $0 
luxury-comfortable, so luxury- 
safe — is on sale everywhere now. 
Get a package today. 





Walk. wth comtort/ Try the new Free-stride Modess/ 





prevent uncomfortable water-logging. 
Metallics, this season, are unusual, 
lovely. The best are nonscratchy, non- 
tarnishable, enchanting with a deep tan, 
Many of the suits are entirely 
elasticized by means of an elastic thread 
woven in with the jersey, satin or what- 
ever fabric it may be. ; 
There’s been drastic change in color. 
Greatest flatterers are in the new pastels 
which come either in solid colors or 
luscious combinations. 
From the wonderful assortment in 
styles and fabrics you'll choose carefully, 
You'll wear a strapless style if your 
neck and shoulders won't suffer from the 
exposure. Which doesn’t mean sunburn, 
You'll wear the gavest, most bizarre, if 
yours is the figure for it. Two-piece 
brevities are for you if you have no 
midriff roll, Otherwise beware. 
You'll wear a more concealing one- 
piece style if it’s slimness you crave ; 
And when you look for just the right 
suit, you'll remember that the better 
known specialty swim-suit designers 
give you certain standard features. 
Remind yourself to look for them. 


. « likely 


to cling uncomfortably when wet? 


Is the fabric transparent 


Has it a nice built-up bra to keep you 
looking the way you did before that 
deep dive? 

All points to worry about long before 
you appear on the beach . so you'll 
handle the nude look carefully, in good 
taste. The nude look must always be 


the nice look, + 






Nice trickery in a diamond cut- 
out at the midriff gives this one- 
piece suit the effect of a separate 
bra and shorts. Note the new 
wider bra, tied with flattering 
self bow, the higher underarm 
cut. This is black bengaline, tested 
for water and sun. Sheds water 
like a duck. By Beatrice Pines, 


{ smooth, svelte number that fits 
like your own skin, this swim suit 
has the very low rounded back, 
u ide cross-over adjustable straps. 
It’s of very fine-ribbed elasticized 
wool, in a strong grey called gla- 
cial grey, white striped. A Jantzen. 
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he the local radio station. The artistic ones 
may apprentice themselves to those in 
charge of interior decorating or window- 
display departments in large metropoli- 
tan stores, 






PROPORTIONED- 
| RIGHT 
PANTIES 


THE CLEAREST close-up view of the 
college crowd is available from student 
advisors who operate, officially or not, on 
every campus. One of the best-known 
representatives is H, J. Hamilton, 
Manager of The Employment Service of 
Queen’s University, which is billed as a 
free service to graduate, student and 
employer. 

Hamilton and his assistant see every 
man or girl who stops in. In good times, 
| the Placement Bureau acts as a clearing 
house for any of Queen’s 3,200 students 
who want jobs. “In poor times,” Hamil- 
ton says wryly, “we have to get out and 
dig.” . Information is pooled from the 
National Employment Service, other | 
services and firms. Careful track is 
| kept annually of the alumni. 

From a science-packed college like 


@ Attention is focused on the new 
Lennard's Encore panty .. . the panty , | 








thet not: Only Ats your body but | Queen’s, students race for jobs directly 
yields to your every bend and stretch | suitable. Geology students go out on 
Its uniquely fashioned crotch has a i | : . 

four-way bias cut to eliminate » | government survey parties to northern 


binding and bunching Quebec and Ontario and up into the 
Next time ask for Lennard's Encore 


panty and you'll have the ultimate in Arctic lo king for redium. The ree 
. Heanty, comfort, wrarebility and they get is all found—you can’t spend 
A washability! fi | much in the Arctic. Civil engineers work 
| for the Department of Highways; 

mechanicals go into machine shops. A 
| third-year student in engineering can 
get $175 to $200 a month (but if he stays 
” Rey y a yo in Kingston he gets much less). Such 
proceeds are above average from the 
Dominion point of view because Queen’s 
men, due to their extremely short 
| college year, can work from May Ist to 
the end of September. An equally long 
stretch is enjoyed by prairies’ under- 
grads so the young stalwarts there can 
go back to the land and help the grain- 
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the nylons 


that cling to 


your ankles! 


yrowers. 

Queen’s Placement Bureau pioneered, 
but last year McGill opened an oflicial 
employment centre; Toronto has ap- 
pointed a full-time director of placement 
service, J. Kenneth Bradford, who wil! 
be in command of things by next fall. 
Other campuses have some sort of 





guidance, and it’s interesting to see that 
even the most aggressive students fall in 


Unretouched photo 


with this over-all plan. 


I talked to a group of hard workers at 
Queen’s not long ago, who live in one of 
aes four co-operative houses on the small, 


level campus of Kingston, where frater- | 


Among the well-dressed 
who would ever think so? nities don’t exist. Two of the houses are 


for men students, one is for women, and --- fits 
That dry, lined, muddy skin makes a fourth is a combine where all house- | 
her look middle-aged! A pity—when keeping undergrads take their meals. | 
it’s so easy to outwit those signs of Among the 18 men at Berry Hall is third | 


needless aging. year arts student Leigh Ronalds of 

Learn the secret of looking young Montreal. In his first year Leigh paid 
—with unique, triple-action Nox- out four dollars a week in a regular 
soma Cold Cream. See how it deep- rooming house— with meals and laundry 


cleanses — floats away dulling film 


ond dint, Citas th eneathend ection it soared to $60 a month. In the co-op Your appeal in longer skirts depends on 

rough, dry skin... stimulate a tired | it costs him $35 to $40 a month all told. how your ankles look! Nylons should give 

complexion to glowing freshness. | All summer, and often part-time, you perfect ankle fit!) Mercury nylons do! 
Use this cream faithfully for just | these students work. Leigh snaflled a he French heel ‘pockets’ your heel, 

10 days. Then see how much young- summer job in the advertising depart- hugs your arch, clings to your ankle! 

er, more radiant your skin looks! ment of a large publishing house where You'll like Mercury 8 5 cool summer 

Noxzema Cold Cream is at all drug he hopes to find full-time employment shades from light “Frolic” to dark 


and cosmetic counters. 19¢, 33¢, 59¢ 


NOXZEMA 


5 cold cream 


“Fantasy.” For nylons that flatter you, 


em is degree. A position like , . . 
after he gets his degree positio choose Mercury. Ask for Mercury lingerie, too. 


his is acquired through individual intia- 
tive or personal connections but Leigh 
believes strongly that a campus needs MADE EXCLUSIVELY AT MERCURY MILLS LIMITED, HAMILTON, CANADA 
a placement bureau. 

“It’s a pretty good guarantee of a job 
for people with no ideas of their own | tenet tata 
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WE’RE RIGHT into the season for sunning . . . on beaches . . . in deck chairs . . . wherever 
the sun exposure is best. Any day now you'll be needing cool but colorful summertime togs. . 
and when you make them yourself you'll find that fairly inexpensive materials can be used for 
collecting a wonderful assortment of play clothes. 


* * * 


Heavy plaid seersucker makes a perfect shirt for wear over bra and shorts. In Number 2462, try 
the shirt in bold plaid, bra and shorts in faded denim or corduroy. The faced bra has tie ends to 
be worn either as halter or tied in centre bow. Shirt has convertible collar, bishop sleeves. 


* * * 


Try making a bathing suit, choosing it in a shade to match the predominating shade in your 
beach coat. The suit in Number 2441 ison princess lines, slide fastens in the back, has bra sections 
gathered to side bands at underarms. Ties into knot at centre front. The jacket has a wing collar, 
long-cuffed sleeves, 

* * * 

Slated for popularity this season are the tennis dresses worn over shorts. In Number 2474 
the dress is styled for action, has soft pleats at shoulder and waistline of bodice. Its skirt is flared, 
Darts on either side of centre back give the slim shorts good fit, 


7 
o * * 


A versatile set, Number 2425 (three garments) gives you a one-piece play suit, a bolero, and 
an ankle-length skirt for a quick transformation. The play suit bodice is faced, gathered at under- 
arms, and shorts are dart-fitted with front gathers. Generous flare is achieved in the bias cut of the 
skirt. The bolero has three-quarter-length sleeves cut in one with its bodice. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering see next page 
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Are you 
in the know ? 


Whot's this paper doll trying to do? 
(-] Get into print 
(_] Scoop the news 
() A slight-of-hand trick 


Are outsize paws your problem ? They'll 
seem smaller if you make them less 
conspicuous. With one hand, practice 
crumbling a sheet of newspaper into 
a ball. That’s a trick to limber hands, 
lend them grace... (a confidence 


builder!). You'll feel more confident, 
too, on “certain days’ when vou use 
Quest on your sanitary napkin. It's 
made 


the Kotex powder deodorant 
‘specially to destroy nap- 
kin odour. No fear of 
chafing, either, when you 
use Quest, for Quest 
absorbs moisture . .. leaves 
your skin soft and smooth, 





When he admires your dress, do you say 


(] ‘Really # This old sack #’’ 
[1] ‘Are you kidding #” 
() “Thank you”’ 


Some gals imagine they must shrug off 
acompliment. Such tactics embarrass 
a fellow! When he tosses a bouquet 
your way—catch it. Sweetly say, 
“Thank you.” Giving out with the 
right answers is a mark of poise. And 
the right answer for difficult days is a 
Kotex Wonderform sanitary belt. It’s 
the pinless, self-balance, elastic type— 
lets you bend every- 
which-way without 
restraint. Your con- 
fidence will increase, 
too, knowing that 
special patented 
clasps hold Kotex 
absolutely secure. 
















about how to find one,” he explained. 
“What you get might be a stagnant job 
which is why the eager beavers are 
likely to shun the bureau for them- 
selves. But it is a stopgap that’s good 
for morale.” 

University men, on their own, work 
in bars and pubs as waiters all summer 
and sometimes part-time. They slug on 
dude ranches and golf courses. They 
run launches at summer resorts or bell- 
hop on the big lake boats. They cut 
grass in city cemeteries for 50 to 60 cents 
an hour. Both men and women try for 
the big railway-operated hotels like 
Banff and Jasper whose colossal turn- 
over of guests makes fat tips possible 
but the process of getting a berth here 
is highly competitive. Jasper Park 
receives about 1,000 applications a year 
and is independent. The chances are 
better of finding employment in smaller 
hotels with bigger salaries . . . the 
smaller the hotel the bigger the pay- 
check, But that doesn’t mean you take 
a bigger savings home. Ontario hotels 
and fishing camps hire a few busboys 
*and waitresses. Men can get posts as 
husky guides; girls as _ front-office 
cashiers or baby-attenders. In a good 
year, the average girl clears $250. 

Current guidance at Toronto is 
through the Students’ Administrative 
Council which co-operates with the 
National Employment Service and has 
not been previously provided for by the 
university proper. Executives from the 
National Employment Service inter- 
view men and women at the S.A.C. 
oflices. Satisfied customers is their code. 
Biggest gripe around there is finding 
places for unspecialized undergrads. 
The feeling is that girls especially, unless 
they have some extra skills, will find it 
hard to get a job—harder than the male 
counterpart. Girls who are studying 
special courses are likely to find jobs 
through professors but the others will 
probably be taking their fling as 
mothers’ helpers in family cottages, at 
primary clerical jobs in the cities, as 
saleswomen in department stores. Many 

tf good-looking and personable—are 
cligible for meeting-the-public jobs such 
as guides at places like Toronto’s Casa 
Loma. 


LIAISON PEOPLE report that college 
students today evoke warm, satisfied 
reactions from summer employers, a 
reaction which goes for part-time work 
too. Students earn a dollar to a dollar 
and a half a night ushering at concert 
halls and movie theatres; they sell 
radio licenses; they draw four or five 
dollars a day doing Saturday work in 
department stores. Men are paid $15 
a month for tending furnaces. A lot of 
# Continued on next page 


Pattern Descriptions 


2462—Misses’ play suit — shirt, bra and 
horts. Sizes 12-20. Size 16: 5 of 35”, 4% of 
39” or 41” plaid material. Price 25c. 

2441—Misses’ and women's one-piece bath- 
ing suit and beach coat. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 
20, 40, 42, 44. Size 16, coat: 3% of 35”, 3% 
of 39” or 258 of 54” lengthwise striped ma- 
terial. Bathing suit: 2% of 35”; 2% of 39”: 
1% of 50”. Trunks and lining for bra: % of 
54”. Price 25c. 

2474—Misses’ tennis dress and shorts. Sizes 
12-20. Size 16: 3% of 35”; 3% of 39”; 3 of 41”. 
Price 25c. 

2425—Misses’ one-piece play suit with 
bolero and skirt. Sizes 12-20. Size 16, play 
suit and skirt: 4% of 35”, 4% of 39” or 4 of 
41” plaid material. Bolero: 2% of 35”; 2 of 
39” or 41”; 1% of 50”. Play suit: 2% of 35”; 
1% of 39”; 1% of 41”. Skirt: 2% of 35”; 2% 
of 39”; 2% of 41”. Price 25c. 

Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer or by mail through the 
Pattern Dept. of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 
University Ave., Toronto 2. 
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Let your sound effects be listen-worthy. 
Want to get rid of a rasp? A twang? A 
high-pitched “‘little girl” voice? This daily 
breathing routine helps: Lie flat on the 
floor; park two “‘volumes”’ on your dia- 


phragm. Take 20 deep breaths. The rising 





Which lend your noggin 
news-appeal ? 


0) Phony tresses 
0) Ubangi earbobs 
0 A crew cut 


Sometimes, a different coiffure can help 
snag a new stag. It’s fun to experiment 
with false tresses. Maybe you'd add a clus- 
ter of curls. Maybe a chignon with come- 
on. (If you’re unsure about bangs, it’s 
safer to buy em than cut ’em!) On prob- 
lem days there’s a way to be sure of the 
right napkin for your needs. Simply try all 
3 sizes of Kotex: Regular, Junior and Super 
— you'll discover the one for you. And how 
grateful you'll be for the extra protection 
of that exclusive safety center! 
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Are you in the know ? 





What will help improve your voice ? 


() More volume 
0 Two volumes 
0) Whistling 


of the books shows you’re breathing cor- 
rectly, for a richer quality of voice. You 
can always “breathe easy” on difficult 
days . . . confident that Kotex will keep 
your secret. Yes, you'll bless those flat 


pressed ends that prevent revealing outlines! 





A smooth gal’s fancy 
lightly turns to — 

0 Thoughts of going steady 

0 Dreams of prom bids 

1 Shoes of gold 


A smooth gal’s tootsies sparkle plenty! This 
season, there’s a gold rush — for sandals with 
that Midas touch. Untarnishable. Smart for 
prom-prancing or any girl-meets-guy occa- 
sion. Whatever the crowd plans, breeze 
along (even on “‘those”’ days) —in comfort. 
Because new Kotex gives softness you've 
never known before. Dreamy softness that 
holds its shape. And Kotex is made to stay 
soft while you wear it. Besides, your new 
Kotex Sanitary Belt is adjustable, all- 
elastic, doesn’t bind! 


More women choose 
KOTEX “than all other 
sanitary napkins 


KOTEX COMES IN 3 SIZES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
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VALERIE HOBSON 


Acknowledged as one of England's leading actresses, graceful Valerie Hobson is 
currently starred in the J. Arthur Rank Technicolor Production Blanche Fury’’. Miss Hobson 
always keeps a box of Kleenex tissues handy because ‘Kleenex is a necessity and— 


Only Kleenex’ Tissues are 
So Soft, White, Convenient” 


Only Kleenex has the 
Serv-a-Tissue box. Assures 
cleanliness and 
nience. No waste! No mess! 
Simply pull one Kleenex 
tissue and up pops the 
next, ready for use. 
Three sizes—Chubby, Hanky and Man's 


conve- 









“SOFTER” 


Says Patricia Roc* 














“STRONGER” 


Says 


Jean Kent * 
Kleenex is made from Cellucotton 
absorbent wadding—downy soft—5 
times more absorbent than cotton 
...kind to tender noses and the 


most delicate skins. 






Each single ply of 
Kleenex tissue is 
heavier and stronger 
than ordinary tissues, 
Every pull is 
double ply, giving 
you extra strength 
and extra absor- 
bency. 





“WHITER” 


Says Joan Greenwood * 







Kleenex is now processed to pure white in 
ultra-modern Canadian mill: comes in 
patented, sealed package to assure you 
tissues that are absolutely hygienic. *T.M. 

Reg 
*Currently starringin J. Arthur Rank Productions 
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students polish floors for 75 cents an 
hour. Others type manuscripts or do 
research for professors. They work in 
garages selling gas and doing minor 
repairs. They can sometimes get jobs in 
post offices. One student works in a 
hospital five days a week from 3 p.m. to 
1 a.m. Many tutor backward students or 
help high schoolers cram for Matric 
exams. None of these jobs are regional 

they turn up again and again across 
the land. 

It’s no surprise to find that a lot of the 
swiftest and surest collegians, those 
with much verve, learned the tricks of 
the trade as teen-town members. They 
were self-confident and youthfully irre- 
sponsible and sometimes giggled like 
loons in their high school heyday, but 
the discipline they take as high school 
wage-earners pays off later. Many teen- 
age advisors emphatically declare high 
school students should take on summer 
jobs—and any kind of summer job 
since all work experience is transferable. 
The catch is, there aren't « nough jobs to 
go around. Eighteen-year-olds and 
under can’t do really finicky jobs, and 
the only offers they’re likely to get are 
for simple, repetitive work. The teen- 
ager has to take a task that requires the 
minimum of adjusting, something h¢ 
can get into the swing of in a day or so. If 
he works hard, he can clear $100 in 
eight weeks— not any more. 

This year high school boys are 
handling paper routes and caddying at 
golf clubs. Girls are baby-sitting, serv- 
ing as nurses’ aides, filling in over 
holiday periods in doctors’ and dentists’ 
offices and in stores. Both sexes are 
frantically applying at summer hotels, 
but their chances of being plucked off 
by the big farm and fruit picking 
schemes are much greater. For one 
thing, tourists find 15-year-old wait- 
resses too inexperienced and pert. For 
another, parents kibitz—-either they fret 
about proper supervision for their 
young angels, or else they view the 
matter too lightly and will yank a girl 
out in the middle of a job and carry her 
off for two weeks at the family cottage. 
The hard fact that a lot of these young- 


i] 4 VS 
The Practical Thing to do 
Continued from page 88 


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Green.”” Kay was 
sorry, she’d liked this forthright honest 
little person. “But an easy case is the 
last thing in the world I’m looking for.” 

Her fingers tested the soil of a plant 
for moisture. 

“Still taking good care of your 
azaleas?” 

Kent Savant poured water from the 
caraffe into a glass and thrust it at her. 

“It—it isn’t an azalea,” she said 
ridiculously, automatically. “It’s a 
geranium.” As if it mattered, or he 
cared. She wondered how long he’d been 
standing there. Long enough, she was 
sure, to prove his point, that she was a 
rotten, ineflicient nurse. 

She could feel Mrs. Green’s bright 
eyes watching from the bed, and it 
didn’t help a bit to realize that she was 
putting two and two together to get 
some silly answer like five or six, which 
she’d blurt out any minute now. 

Kay walked briskly toward the door, 
trying, not too subtly, to evict Kent 
Savant. 

“Were you looking for Dr. Lilly? | 





sters have blithely pocketed their pay 
and left their employers stranded in 
mid-season hasn't helped the case. 
They've grown up in an age when their 
elder brothers and sisters could walk 
off with any job they wanted, and they 
can’t realize times have changed. 
Chances of factory jobs in an industrial 
area are still promising, but in the 
Prairies and Maritimes pickings are 
lean. Bewailing the carelessness of some, 
one advisor talked turkey: “The day 
you take money for services rendered, 
you must behave as an adult.” 


SOUNDEST FROM the points of view 
of both mother and the youngsters is 
Ontario’s Farm Service scheme, out- 
growth of a war project by which boys 
and girls moved out to the farms and 
fruit areas and helped the farmers on 
hourly or piece rates. Young people 
from all sorts of homes in Ontario, 
Quebec and Manitoba chiefly, concen- 
trate on the land for varying stretches of 
time from May to November. Boys can 
go to two camps where they pay seven 
dollars a week board and get 50 cents 
an hour. Farmerettes pay six dollars 
board and work at a minimum rate of 
30 to 35 cents an hour. In piece rate 
work, a 16-year-old girl who had never 
been on a farm tn her life made $35.25 
the first week she picked strawberries. 
Some make five or six dollars a day 
picking cherries. It’s fun, and parents 
are jubilant, since these girls’ camps are 
completely staffed by the National 
Council of the YWCA. 

High school kids are smart, crisp- 
talking youngsters, and dozens of them 
pad their pockets by devising their 
own mysterious, dollar-making schemes 

like the group of teen-agers who 
formed a skunk scramming squad. They 
spent a glorious summer up north 
routing out all the skunks that had 
burrowed down under cottage floors in 
the springtime. Skunk scramming satis- 
lied these young Canadians’ lustiest 
energies. Maybe it wasn’t a career—but 
it was lucrative and had a piquant 
challenge which a host of present-day 
adults wouldn't face. # 


think he’s in the hospital, though he 


hasn’t got to this wing yet. I'll be glad 
to have the floor nurses find him for 
you.” 

She was babbling and knew it, but 
once having opened her mouth the 
sound of her voice was like novocain 
blocking the nerves to her heart. 

His shoulders drooped and he looked 
tired. His mustache was as pert as ever, 
but his eves wore an expression that 
puzzled her. A small raveling on his 
shoulder teased her fingers, and, as 
usual, he was wearing a dab of lunch on 
his tie. He obviously needed a woman 
to watch him, make him rest occasion- 
ally, send his clothes to the cleaners, 
and 

Resolutely she drew her thoughts 
back from the locked corner of her 
heart. But it was true. She was utterly 
selfish. She would rather see him just as 
he was, tired, needing a fresh tie and his 
clothes brushed, if the alternative meant 
Elspeth Neilsinger in his life! 

Finally convinced that he had no 
intention. of leaving the room, and 
unable to leave herself, unless she 
crawled over or under him, she took the 
glass of water he still held thrust at her, 
and dumped it quickly on the first plant 
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A arners 


HAFEZE 


PREVENTS 
CHAFING 


This little next-to-nothing 
garment is soft and cool 
to wear—in the hot 

weather or when per- 
spiration and friction cause 
chafing. Easily adjusted, 
it will not slip nor 
slide. Made of washable 
tayon and cotton 


jersey, 


* Registered 
Trade Mark 


CORSET MFG. CO. LTD. 
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ARE YOU IN THE DARK ABOUT 
THIS IMPORTANT MATTER ? 


For a well adjusted married life every married 
woman must know the answer to true antiseptic 
cleanliness, Rendells will solve your problem. 
Made from a famous prescription, in dainty white 
suppository form, Rendells medicate thoroughly, 
kill germs on contact, yet will not harm the 
most delicate tissue. 


Your druggist has Rendells in boxes of 12-each 
foil-wrapped, or send for Nurse Drew's tine 
booklet explaining (things so clearly.) 


r — -SEND THIS COUPON:~ — 4 


se D W. J. Rendell Ltd., " 0. Box 
| wi 0 50. Place d'Armes) Mon'reral 0. 1 
[Please send me copy of the ia Booklet | 
ir “Personal Hygiene’. 
11 enclose $1.00 for full size carton of } 
| ~ Rendelis and Free Booklet, to be mailed, 





{ prepaid, in plain wrepper. | 
NAME shania 
{ ADDRESS cain: © 
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she noticed. The begonia, which was 
already so saturated with moisture that 
this glassful ran out the bottom at once, 
overflowing the saucer and flooding the 
dresser and scarf. 

Kay grabbed a towel and _ started 
mopping the freshet, accepting Kent's 
handkerchief 
St vaked, 

She heard her breath coming tn 
wheezing gasps and it sounded worsc 
than a cardiac’s fight for survival. 

**Er—was that one an azalea?”’ 


when the towel became 


The top of the dresser had finally been 
restored to some degree of order. 

‘That one was a begonia.” 

Mrs. Green had been quiet longer 
than could have been expected, now she 
tartly 
tween Savant’s query and Kay’s reply. 

“Were you looking for an azalea— or 
Miss Prentice?” 

Kent Savant grinned. When he 
grinned you forgot that he looked tired, 
You remem- 
pussy willows 
1 March, a puppy chewing boots—all 


interspersed her comment  be- 


or that he despised you. 
bered the silliest things 
things you'd 


the youngest, happiest 


ever seen or heard about were there in 
Kent Savant’s grin. Kay smiled, herself. 

“Both.” He answered Mrs. 
but it was Kay he was watching. 


Green, 
“You see, I’ve a very sick patient at 
Raritan Hospital, and I’m prescribing 
an azalea, to be taken with Miss 
Prentice.” 

“T I'm sorry.” Kay’s hand smoothed 
Mrs. Green’s covers. “But I’m busy. 
I’m on a case. | I’m going home with 
my patient. I” 

She avoided Mrs. Green’s stare. But 
she couldn’t, she just couldn’t go back 
to Raritan Hospital again. Not back to 
seeing Kent every day, hearing his 
whistle in the halls while her heart 
turned to water, waiting for him to say 

Good morning.” Not back to the 
gossip in the nurses’ dining room, con- 
ce'ned as it 
tures about Dr. Savant’s latest romance. 

She couldn’t, and she wouldn’t. Not 
it meant scrubbing floors! 


always was with conjec- 


She drew a 
deep breath. 

“You'll wear that coverlet out.”” Mrs. 
tartly, then to 
“Young man, if 


Green advised het 
Savant impatiently, 
your words were as honest as your eyes 
she’d know that the reason you want 
her back at Raritan Hospital has no- 
thing to do with either patients or 
izaleas.” 

As youngsters they had played a 
“Statue,” but never in all 
her life had Kay stood so still as she 


heart 


yame called 
stood now, even her hanging 
quietly in her throat. 

“Would you?” he demanded, with the 
same impatience he showed when a nurse 
was slow in understanding his orders. 


“T think 


The words wert 


I might 

whispered breath- 
lessly against the tweed of his coat. He 
smelled faintly of ether, and over his 
shoulder she could glimpse Mrs. Green’s 
fatuous smile. 

As a lover he’d always expect her to 
understand the things he’d never say. 
As a doctor he’d never escape entirely 
and as a man there 
would always be a portion of him that 
must be shared with his patients. The 


from his profession, 


practical thing to have done was to have 
fallen in love with a lawyer, or a machin- 
ist, or her shoe man. 

She raised her lips. 

Having fallen in love with Kent 
Savant, the practical thing to do was to 
marry the man. # 
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NOW... SOFT 
FOR DRY OR 
OILY HAIR 









Regular use of Ogilvie Sisters’ Hair ; 
preparations will give you hair glow- Hi ~ 
é 


ing with health and sheer loveliness. 


Whether your hair is too oily or too 
dry, there is an Ogilvie Sisters’ 
preparation especially suited to 
your own personal need, 
For quick grooming use 


Ogilvie Sisters’ Creme-Set. An — 


occasional touch of Creme-Set 
brings unruly hair completely 
under control . . . adds new 
lustre and loveliness. 
Make your hair lovely—today! 


& All Ogilvie Sisters’ famous Hair Preparations 
wh are available at better department ( 


and drug stores. 


CANADIAN pisTRiBUTORS Lillico UMITED 
380 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 


Within two seconds after starting a 
cadenza, an accomplished concert 
pianist can play notes at the amazing 

rate of more than 540 per minute! 


Test shows how fast Aspirin 
disintegrates in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 
* test proves, within 
two seconds after you 

take Aspirin, it starts 
to go to work, to bring 


FAST PAIN RELIEF | 


ASPIRIN’S speed — the result of three manufacturing steps instead of 
only one—is mighty important when you have an ordinary headache, 
neuritic-or neuralgic pain. For it means that ASPIRIN starts to go 
to work in two seconds to bring you the quick relief you want. 

In addition, ASPIRIN is a single active ingredient that is so gentle { 
to the system, it has been used ... year in and year out... by millions 
of normal people— without ill effect! So use 
ASPIRIN. It is one thing you can take with 
confidence. 


ALWAYS ASK 
FOR GENUINE 
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WINA 
‘MONARC 


100 GALLONS GAS! 
BIG CASH PRIZES! 












Here's All You Do: 


Send your name and address along 
with a boxfront from either 
Palmolive Shave Cream—Lather 
or Brushless—or Halo Shampoo 












Stan 
Francis 


(or facsimile) to 


“Share the Wealth” 







TORONTO 1 


WIN with a boxfront from either 


PALMOLIVE 


SHAVE CREAM 


(Lather or Brushless) or 


HALO SHAMPOO 





RULES: For seven weeks, beginning May 
1st, 1948, all the eligible entries drawn on 
each of the seven SHARE THE WEALTH pro- 
grams—whether they win or lose in the 
regular quiz—will be set aside for the 
grand draw on Saturday night, June 12th, 
1948. From these accumulated entries, 
Wayne & Shuster, Canada’s Ace Comedi- 
ans, will draw names by chance. The first 
person who correctly answers his or her 
question by telephone on the broadcast 
of June 19th wins this wonderful NEW 
1949 MONARCH SPORT SEDAN. 








“SHARE THE 
WEALTH” 


—eoch Saturday night — 
C.B.C. Trans-Canada Network 


BIG CASH 
PRIZES! 


An eligible entry is one that contains a 
boxfront from either Palmolive Shave 
Cream—Lather or Brushless—or Halo 
Shampoo (or facsimile). Entries without 
boxfronts are eligible only for the regular 
Share the Wealth cash prizes. 


If the winning entry contains a boxfront 
from either a FAMILY size bottle of Halo 
or a GIANT size tube of Palmolive, the 
winner will get 100 ga//ons of first-grade 
gasoline in addition to this MONARCHI 


Contest open to residents of 


Wy SAVE MORE on the big sizes (77244 ,07/) excebt | em- 


plovees of Colzate-Palmolive 
their agents and families, 


ana HALO SHAMPOO 29% 4% 89c 
PALMOLIVE LATHER 35¢ 55¢ 
BRUSHLESS 35c 55¢ 89c 
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ASPHALT SHINGLES 
add “Peauty Hus to Canadian homes 


_— ATTRACT all eyes with their rich, glowing beauty—beauty which keeps 
its fresh colourful look through the years. 


Beneath a “B.P. Roof” dwells such a warm feeling of security; no worries 
about flying sparks, no worries about the weather. B.P. Shingles are built to 
give you protection from zero days and frosty nights, from driving rains and 
the hot summer sun. 


Whether you are re-roofing your present home or planning a new one, you 
will enjoy extra security—beauty—with enduring, fire-resisting B.P. Asphalt 


Lively reds and blues, warm 
russet browns, heathery greens— 


B.P.’s wide variety of distinguished Shingles overhead. Your B.P. Dealer now has ample stocks and a full colour 
wit ciees eee you range. Ask him about them—or write us direct (P.O. Box 6063, Montreal; 
O strike jus e rig colour se 5 . 
note for your home. P.O. Box 28 76, Winnipeg). 


B.P. Asphalt Shingles are made by the makers of famous 
B.P. Insul-Board, Insul-Bric Siding, Asphalt Floor Tile, 
and other building products for a growing Canada: 


ee 


BUILDING PRODUCTS LIMITED 
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